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THE 


Editor's  Apology. 


"  XIONOR  thy  Parents,"  is  the  voice  of  Na 
ture.     "  Honor  thy  Parents,"    is  the  command 
of  God*     The  Edito*  of  thefe  works  means  not 
to  apologize  for  not  being  a  monfter,  or  an  atheift; 
but  fimply  to  afiign  the  duties  of  a  filial,  arid  an 
accountable  creature,  as  her  reafon  for  obtruding 
upon  the  Public  fome  cifcumftances,  which  could 
not,  without  violating  thofe  duties,  be  concealed. 
When  the  following  works  were  fir  ft  fent  from 
Ireland,  to  the  Englifh  prefs,  their  Author  was  in 
a  ftate  of  mental  derangement,  and  bodily  pain, 
which  rendered  him  incapable  of  any  thing  more 
than  a  bare  affent  to  their  departure  ;  and  the  Edi 
tor  was  too  young  to  conceive,  or  prevent  the 
'mifchief  which  neceffarily   enfued.      They  were 
fubmitted  to  the  care  of  a  gentleman  (fince  dead) 
who  offered  his  fervices  to  fuperintend  their  pub- 
a  lication ; 
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lication ;  but  he,  alfo,  prefled  down  by  infirmities, 
and  years,  was  unequal  to  the  tafk  of  revifion,  and 
fele&ion,  in  which  more  difficulties  occurred  than 
perhaps  he  had  been  aware  of.  Some  pieces  were 
printed,  which  had  never  been  intended  for  the 
prefs ;  alfo,  fome  that  were  interpolated  by  other 
hands  ;  beTides  marly  more  which  Mr.  Brooke  ne 
ver  wrote,  and  had  only  corrected,  for  his  friends: 
and  even  his  own  moll  favourite  productions  were 
printed  from  unfinished  copies,  while  the  perfect 
ones  were  overlooked,  and,  unfortunately,  re 
mained  behind. 

In  this  flate,fo  difgiaceful  to  their  Authof,  were 
his  poetical  worfts  firft  ffeMiflied  .  but,  &e  fame 
hiifmanageffifilerit  prevailing  in  rfiie  j^fclteatibn,  that 
ha'd  dtffie'  iii  the  printing  of  theb  ;  they  lay  rte- 
gle&ed  ift .a  ware-fdom,  afid  totally  uiithought  of 
by  the  Ediior,  till  a  few  more  ye^rs  brought  with 
tfcehl  a  cofifdidiifhefs,  that  filial  duty  hfcd 
thifig  feioie  tfiaft  the  Mrfol  life  of  a  bteloved 

Pifent  ib  ifafe  for.  His  life  of  fame  be- 
an  ^b|ea  of  iftiportant  and  feelilig  ton- 
cfern :  h1«  v^bfks  were  opened  ^ith  triurriph — ^but 
cfltffed  i*'g£ih  with  ^ttgtiifh  ihd  difafpbintmeni 
Till  theri,fiie  hadfcarcely  eVer  opened  them  at  ail; 
for  memory  ftill  retained  the  impreffiori  which  a 
frequent  pferilfal  of  the  irianufcfipts,  in  earlier 
years,  had  madfe  ;  and  it  was  fiot  till  this  began  to 
be  effaced,  that  the  tnortifyiiig  difcovery  \^as 
made,  'and  the  cruel  comparifon  b^tSVeen  what  (he 

remembcredy 
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remembered^  and  what  fhe  then  faw.  It  was, 
however,  purfued  no  farther,  at  that  time,  than 
through  the  courfe  of  a  few  pages :  it  was  attend 
ed  \vith  feelings  too  acute  for  health  and  fpirits, 
already  drained  to  the  utmoil,  to  fuppprt  anil 
cheer  the  decline  of  a  Parent,  whofe  comfort  was 
dearer  to  her,  even  than  his  fame.  The  wprjts  were, 
therefore,  laid  by,  and  never  taken  up  again  until 
feme  time  after  the  death  of  their  Authqr,  when  a 
relation  of  his  (then  in  London,  and  preparing  for 
more  diftanjt  travel)  propofed  to  her,  to  write  an 
account  of  her  Father's  life,  prefix  it  to  his  works, 
and  publifli  them  anew  ;  promifmg,  before  his  de 
parture,  to  arrange  all  matters  with  the  Bookfel- 
}ers,  and  to  fettle  a  correfpondence,  for  the  Editor, 
with  a  literary  friend  of  his,  in  London,  whom  he 
faid  he  would  engage  to  fuperintend,  and  acquaint 
her  with  the  progrefs  of  the  wprjt.  part  of  it  was 
propofed  to  be  difplaced  by  fpme  pieces  never  be 
fore  made  public  ;  fome  more  to  be  reprinted  from 
the  manufcripts  in  her  ppffeflion,  and  an  apology 
made  for  the  imperfections  neceffarily  remaining 
in  the  reft. 

Tfye  Editor  was.  at  that  time,  in  a  ftate  of  health 
nearly  approaching  to  diflblution ;  and  me  feized, 
with  joy,  on  the  hope  of  accompliihing,  before  her 
death,  the  only  purpofe  for  which  me  then  wijhed 
to  live.  Hardly  recovered  from  the  grief  of  her 
Father's  death,  and  but  juft  deprived  of  an  only 
Brother;  with  a  bleeding  heart,  a  timid  mind,  and* 

a  conilitution 

"  Spun 
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"  Spun,  by  anguifli,  to  a  fightlefs  thread  !" 

She  eagerly  caught  at  that  affrftance,  without 
which  fhe  deemed  the  defired  object  unattainable, 
But  the  event  moft  fatally  reverfed  all  her  prof- 
pccts :  her  relation  departed  in  too  great  a  hurry 
to  fettle  her  bufinefs  to  any  purpofe  ;  and  the  gen 
tleman  to  whom  he  referred  her  for  information, 
was  always  too  bufy  to  reply  to  her  repeated  ap 
plications. 

Wearied  at  laft  with  fruitlefs  efforts,  me  ceafed 
to  importune  him  any  more  ;  and  finding  that  two 
years  had  elapfed,without  any  notice*  refpecting  the 
work,  fhe  concluded  that  nothing  whatever  had 
been  attempted  ;  and  looked  forward  to  the  hope 
of  doing  flill  more  juftice  to  the  memory  of  her 
Father,  in  confequence  of  this  delay,  than  could 
have  been  done  at  a  time  when  ill  health,  and  in 
jured  fortunes  had  funk  her  fpirits?  and  fecluded 
her  from  literary  fociety?  and  afliftance.  But  this 
flattering  idea,  though  only  in  profpect,  fhe  was 
not  fuffered  long  to  enjoy.  In  a  moment  leaft  ex 
pected,  ihe  was  fuddenly  fhocked  by  the  appear 
ance  of  an  account  in  the  Englifh  papers,  that  a 
fecond  edition  of  her  Fathers  works  tyas  publifhed 
—publifhed  without  her  concurrence,  to  fet  the  feal 
to  the  errors  of  the  firfl  edition  ;  to  difgrace  ftill 
more  deeply  her  Father's  reputation  ;  to  mak,e  the 
world  fuppofe  his  inftructions  and  example  fo  little 
effectual,  to  any  honorable  purpofe,  as  that  his 
Child,  fcarce  ever  feparated  a  moment  from  his 
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prefence,  could  bafely  take  advantage  of  his  death, 
to  build  paltry  emolument,  on  the  ruins  of  his 
fame. 

Afflicted,  almofl  to  death,  by  this  cruel  intelli 
gence  ;  the  utmoft  me  could  then  do  to  remedy  the 
mifchief,  was,  to  write  inftant  orders  to  flop  the 
fale,  and  pur  chafe  a  right  to  the  copy,  by  paying 
the  expence  incurred.  Deeply  injured  in  her  pro 
perty  by  the  misfortunes  of  fome  perfons  in  whofe 
hands  it  had  been  cntrufled,  me  could  not  command 
a  fum  fufficient  to  reprint  the  defective  parts  of 
her  Fathers  works  ;  and  a  fubfcription  was  the 
only  expedient  fhe  could  think  of,  to  redeem  his 
fame,  and  give  the  benefit  of  his  genius  and  vir 
tues  topofterity. 

With  this  view,  fhe  acquainted  her  friends  with 
what  fhe  had  already  done,  and  requefted  their 
afliftance  to  forward  her  propofed  undertaking. 
Various  were  the  difficulties,  and  difcouragements 
in  the  way.  Difficulties  in  the  tranfadion  of  bufi* 
nefs  with  bookfellers  of  another  kingdom,  whofe 
negligence  was  rendered  ftill  more  fupine,  by  know 
ing  that  they  had  only  female  refentment  to  fear  ; 
and  difcouragements  of  the  moft  mortifying  kind^ 
from  thofe  on  whofe  zeal  and  influence  (he  had 
retted  her  principle  hopes  of  fuccefs  ;  but  who 
cenfured  her,  as  ram  and  imprudent,  for  incurring 
certain  expence,  in  fearch  of  uncertain  good. 
Some,  however,  there  were,  of  greater  feeling," 
and  more  elevated  minds  ;  who  reached  forth  the 

friendly 


THE    E  D  1  T  a  R's 

I 

friendly  hand,  to  affift  filial  duty,  in  its 
through  furrounding  obflacjes  By  their  means, 
her  future  life  will  be  blelTed  in  the  reflection  tha| 
its  objeft  and  its  end  is  accQmplilhed.  By  their 
means,  the  following  works  are  "gwen>  i$  a  ftate 
no£  uaworthy  of  their  author,  to  the  world  :  aji^ 
to  them  the  public  are  in4@bte<£»  for  the  fublimc^ 
aaid  affecting  lemons  of  virtue,  which  abound,  i$ 
every  page*  Indeed,  bi*t  for  itheir  afiiflance,  the 
whole  of  this  edition  would  have  been  eonomitted 
to  the  flanites  ;  for  the  Editor  was  determined  it 
fiiould  never  more  appear,  unlefs  it  co-uld  appear 
withhonon 

la  this  detail  of  injuries  to  her  property  and  her 
peace,  the  Editor  means  not  to  criminate  sny  one  ^ 
and  would  rather  hope  that  {he  jias  fuffered  through 
iaattentiou,  than  want  of  feeling,  or  integrity,  m 
thofe  who  were  conoerned  i^i  her  ^ffajurs.  Perhaps » 
were  they  fenfible  of  all  ihe  has  .endure^  ^ey 
would  regret  that  they  had  any  fhaye  in  the  uiflic- 
tion. 

lifter  relating  .the  misfortunes  attendant  4?n  thia 
edition,  it  is  needlefs  to  apoligize  for  the  derange 
ment  of  the  p<tgwig  ;  fmee  that  was  the  unavoida 
ble  confequence  of  being  obliged  to  cancel,  and 
reprint,,  not  o^ly  many  leaves,  ibut  alfb,  enti|^ 
^pieces?*  in  the  courfe  of  the  work* 

The  following  Hfe  of  the  Author  was  printed  in 
.and  prefixed  to  the  laft  publication  of 
poems  ;  a  part  of  it  is  here  reprinted 5  iu 

confequea 
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confequence  of  alterations  made,  by  fome  of  thofc 
hands  through  which  the  manufcript  pafled,  in  its 
way  to  the  prefs  :  a  confiderable  part  of  the  laft 
leaf,  in  particular,  was  cfireftly  dppofite,  in  words, 
and  fenfe,  to  that  which  was  originally  written. 
This  notice,  refpe&rng  it,  is  deemed  neceffary,  as 
a  few  of  the  copies  got  abroad,  before  the  fale 
could  be  flopped. 

The  chronological  accduitt,  annexed  to  the  life, 
is  the  work  of  fome  perfon  unknown  ;  it  afcribes 
the  tragedy  of  MONT £2 ti MA  to  Mr.  Bro6ke  ;  but 
in  fact,  though  forfnerly  publffhed  as  his,  it  is  only 
indebted  to  him  for  fome  corrections,  and  a  few- 
poetical  pafiages  :  it  was  originally  the  production 
of  a  very  ingenious  friend  of  his  :  but  is  (till  re 
tained  here,  being  already  printed,  arid  extremely 
well  worth  perufal.  The  tragedies  of  the  VESTAL 
VIRGIN,  and  ANTHONY  and  CLEOPATRA  were 
printed  from  very  imperfect  copies ;  afed,  the  perfect 
ones  being,  unfortunately,  loft,  it  was  deemed  better 
to  omit  them,  in  the  prefent  edition,  than  to  pub- 
lifh  them,  again,  in  a  manner  Fo  defective.  The 
comedy  of  the  CHARITABLE  ASSOCIATION  is  alfo 
omitted,  together  with  fome  fntaller  pieces,  the 
works  of  other  hands,  and  nftwbrthy  of  a  place  ia 
this  collection* 
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THOUGH  the  Author  of  the  following 
fhcets  has  been  dead  but  four  years,  many 
difficulties  have  arifen  in  the  attempt  to  procure 
materials  for  his  Life.  The  reafon  is  this :  he 
lived  to  fo  advanced  an  age,  that  moil  of  his  con 
temporaries  departed  before  him;  and  of  his 
numerous  offspring  but  one  daughter  furvives, 
who,  being  the  child  of  his  old  age,  remembers 
nothing  of  her  father  previous  to  his  retirement 
from  the  world,  and  knows  little  more  of  him 
than  that  he  bore  the  infirmities  and  misfortunes 
of  his  declining  years  with  the  heroifm  of  true 
chriftianity,  and  that  he  was  poflefled  of  virtues 
and  feelings  which  fhone  forth  to  the  laft  mo 
ments  of  his  life,  unimpaired  by  the  diftradlions 
of  pain,  and  unlhaken  amid  the  ruins  of  ge 
nius. 

From  an  old  contemporary  and  relation,  we 
learn  the  following  circumftances  of  him : 

That  he  was  born  in  the  year  1706  :  his  father, 
the  Rev,  "William  Brooke  of  Rantavan,  reclor  of 
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the  parifhes  of  Killinkare,  Mullough,  Mybul- 
lough,  and  Licowie — a  man  of  great  talents  and 
amiable  worth,  and  one  of  thofe  who  were  chofen 
members  of  the  convocation  propofed  to  be  held 
in  the  year  :  his  mother  was  a  Digby.  He 

was  educated  at  Dr.  Sheridan's  fchool  j  fent  early 
to  Dublin  College,  and  from  thence  removed  to 
the  Temple  in  his  fevejiteenth  year.  There  the 
engaging  fweetnefs  of  his  temper  and  peculiar 
vivacity  of  his  genius,  caught  the  notice  and 
efteem  of  almoft  all  then  in  London,  who  were 
themfelves  remarkable  for  talents  and  for  learn 
ing:  Swift  prophefied  wonders  of  him — Pope  af 
fectionately  loved  him.  Thus  flattered  and  en-* 
couraged,  he  returned  to  Ireland  to  fettle  his  af 
fairs  and  be  called  to  the  bar.  .' 

The  illnefs  of  an  aunt  whom  he  tenderly  loved 
cut  fhort  the  paternal  carefles  and  welcome,  and 
haftened  him  to  Weftmeath  to  receive  her  lad 
adieus.  This  lady,  who  had  always  been  paf- 
lionately  fond  of  her  amiable  nephew,  evinced 
in  her  dying  moments  the  moft  implicit  and  firm 
reliance  on  his  honour  and  worth  :  fhe  committed 
to  his  guardianfhip  her  daughter,  a  fine  lively 
and  beautiful  girl,  of  between  eleven  and  twelve, 
but  (lightly  portioned,  and  therefore  in  (till  the 
greater  need  of  a  protector, — and  then  died  in 
peace, 

He  efcorted  his  mourning  ward  to  Dublin, 
where  his  father  and  mother  then  were,  and 

placed 
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placed  her  at  a  boarding-fchool.  Here  (he  im 
proved  in  beauty  and  accomplifnments  :  the  vifits 
of  her  ^Ucirdian  were  frequent,  and  love  ftole  on 
their  young  hearts,  unperceived  by  themfelves, 
but  plainly  apparent  to  the  fchoolfellows  of  Mifs 
Meares,  whofe  obfervations  and  raillery,  fre* 
quently  drew  tears  of  embarraflment  and  vexation 
from  her  eyes*  She  complained  to  her  coufin-— 
but  he  was  too  much  enamoured  to  difcontinue 
his  attentions— and  (he  loved  him  too  much,  to 
facrifice  his  company  to  prudential  confiderations : 
a  clandefline  marriage  was  at  laft  theconfequence; 
upon  difcovery  of  which,  they  were  again  married 
in  prefence  of  his  father,  and  mother* 

Here  was  an  end,  for  awhile  to  bufmefs— to  am 
bition — to  every  thing  but  love  :  the  enthufiafm 
of  youthful  fondnefs  wrapt  every  other  objecl: 
from  their  view  ;  and  it  was  not  till  after  the  birth 
of  their  third  child,  that  Mr.  Brooke  could  be 
prevailed  on,  by  the  preffing  felicitations  of  his 
friends,  to  think  of  getting  forward  in  a  line  of 
life  that  might  enable  him  to  make  handfome  pro- 
vifion  for  a  family  fo  prematurely  brought  on. 

He  went  a  fecond  time  to  London  ;  but  poetry 
was  as  fatal  there,  as  love  had  been  in  Ireland. 
The  ftudy  of  the  law  appeared  dryer  than  ever : 
he  renewed  his  intimacy  with  the  belles  lettres 
and  their  profeflbrs  <  and  he  wrote  his  poem  of 
A  3  Univerfal 
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Univerfal  Beauty  under  the  eye  and  criticifm  of 
Mr.  Pope,  who  prophefied  the  expanfion  of  his 
genius  and  fame,  from  a  beginning  fo  wonder- 
derful  in  fo  very  young  a  man. 

Soon,  however,  he  was  obliged  to  return — 
family  affairs  demanded  his  prefence.  The  num 
ber  of  his  children  now  encreafing  fail,  made 
increafe  of  fortune  to  be  wifhed  for.  He  there 
fore  pra&ifed  as  chamber  couniel,  while  circum- 
flances  obliged  him  to  remain  in  Ireland.  i 

In  1737,  he  went  a  third  time  to  London, 
Vhere  his  company  was  fought,  with  avidity,  by 
the  very  firft  perforis  and  characters  of  the  age. 
The  amiable  Lord  Lyttelton  foon  diftinguifhed 
and  cherifhed  a  mind  and  genius  fo  fimilar  to  his 
own — Pope  received  him  with  open  arms — Mr. 
Pitt  (the  late  Lord  Chatham)  was  particularly 
fond  of  him,  and  introduced  him  to  the  Prince 
of  Wales,  who  carefled  him  with  uncommon  fa 
miliarity,  and  prefented  him  with  many  elegant 
and  valuable  tokens  of  his  friendfhip. — Here, 
flufhed  with  ambition,  glowing  with  emulation, 
and  elevated  with  praife,  his  genius  foared  to  its 
zenith,  and  fnatched  all  its  fire  from  the  altar  of 
Apollo,  to  animate  the  foremoft  production  of 
human  powers — his  tragedy  of  Guftavus  Vafa. 

Though  in  this  play  a  candid  enemy  could 
have  difcovered  nothing  exceptionable,  yet  Go 
vernment  took  offence  at  the  fpirit  of  liberty 

which 
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which  it  breathed.  They  elofed  the  theatre 
againfl  it,  but  could  not  prevent  its  publication  : 
the  prefs  was  ftill  open  ;  and  his  friends,  enraged 
at  the  treatment  he  received,  took  the  manage 
ment  of  his  tragedy  into  their  own  hands,  and 
fubfcriptions  poured  in  upon  it  in  fuch  a  golden 
tide  as  exceeded  his  moil  fanguine  ideas  and 
hopes.  The  oppofition  of  Government,  the  ex 
ertions  of  his  friends,  and  the  publication  of  his 
play,  noifed  abroad  his  reputation  a  thoufand  fold, 
and  confirmed  his  confidence  of  fuccefs :  he  took 
a  houfe  at  Twickenham,  near  to  Mr.  Pope's,  for 
the  advantage  of  his  intimacy  and  friendfhip,  fur- 
m'med  it  genteelly,  hired  fervants,  and  fent  for 
Mrs.  Brooke,  who  followed  him  immediately  to 
London. 

Thus  every  wifh  was  gratified,  and  every  prof-*, 
peel  fmiled  :  in  love  and  in  friendfhip,  in  fortune 
and  in  fame — all  was  flattering,  and  all  was  gay, 
But  this  bright  fky  was  foon  and  fu-ddenly  over- 
caft:  he  wasfeizedwith  a  violent  and  unconquerable 
ague — the  phyficians  gave  him  over  ;  and  hs  was 
ordered,  as  a  lafl,  but  forlorn  hope,  to  return  to. 
his  native  air.  He  did  fo,  and  recovered,  propo- 
fmg  immediately  to  go  back  to  London,  and  re- 
fume  the  fociety  and  advantages  he  had  left  be 
hind  :  but  unfortunately  this  defign  was  never 
put  in  execution  ;  nor  could  his  friends  ever  draw 
from  him  the  true  reafon  of  a  conduct  fo  very 
A  4  uixaccountable. 
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unaccountable.  Tp  fome  particular  intimates, 
however,  he  acknowledged  his  motive;  it  was  this : 

Party,  while  he  was  in  London,  ran  extremely 
high,  The  heart  of  his  beloved  patron,  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  went  with  the  people,  of  whom 
he  was  the  darling,  and  detefted  the  -venal  mea^ 
lures  of  the  miniftry.  Mr.  Brooke  was  thought 
to  have  an  eye  to  this,  in  his  play  of  Guftavus 
Vafa  ;  and  that  Nevas  the  chief  caufe  of  its  being 
perfecuted  by  Government.  But  his  loyal  foul, 
confcious  of  its  own  integrity,  was  irritated  at 
the  undeferved  treatment  he  had  received  ;  and 
openly  avowed  his  refentment.  Soon  after,  the 
King  broke  publicly  with  his  fon,  and  the  Prince 
withdrew  himfelf  from  Court,  and  as  publicly 
profefTed  himfelf  averfe  to  a  miniflry  which  he 
looked  upon  to  be  enemies  both  to  country  and 
to  King.  The  br.each  grew  every  day  wider, 
and  it  was  feared  by  many  that  a  civil  war  might 
enfue. 

Mr.  Brooke,  v/ho  was  paflionately  attached  to 
his  Prince,  had  his  ears  filled  with  exaggerated 
dories  of  the  injurious  treatment  he  met  with, 
and  was  fuppofed  too  tamely  to  endure.  He  was 
enraged :  he  openly  efpoufed  his  patron's  quar 
rel,  and  determined  to  exert  all  his  powers  to 
thunder  forth  his  virtues,  and  his  wrongs,  to  tfie 
world. 

Mrs.  Brooke,  aware  of  the  imprudent  zeal  of 
her  hufband,  and  trembling  for  his  fafety,  was 
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terrified  at  his  refolution,  and  dreaded  nothing  fo 
much  as  the  thought  of  his  returning  to  London; 
the  very  mention  of  it  threw  her  into  tears,  and 
all  the  agonies  of  defpair.     In  ihort,  fhe  at  laft 
conquered,  and  prevailed  with  him  to  lay  afide 
the  lifted  pen — to  difpofe  of  his  houfe  in  Twicken 
ham — difmifs  his  fervants — and  determine  to  re 
main  in  his  native  country,  fafe  from  the  rage  of 
party,  and  all  the  dangers  of  ambition.     In  vain 
did  his  friends,  on  both  fides  of  the  water,  re- 
monftrate  to  him  on  the  madnefs  of  relinquifh- 
ing  all  the  bright  profpedts  that  fmiled  fo  fair 
and  fo  flattering  before  him.     They  could  fay  no 
more  to  him  than  he  was  confcious  of  'himfelf; 
yet,   in  fpight  of  all  that  friends,   intereft,  or 
glory  could  urge,  he  ftill  remained  in  Ireland—r- 

"  Againft  his  better  knowledge,  not  deceived, 
"  But  fondly  overcome  of  female  charm." 

During  this  period  of  his  life,  he  kept  up  a 
conftant  literary  correfpondence  with  moil  of  the 
geniufes  of  the  age  j  but  unfortunately  all  thefe 
Tetters  were  confumed,  with  many  other  valuable 
papers  and  effects,  by  an  accidental  fire.  Two 
of  them  from  Mr.  Pope,  are  particularly  to  be 
lamented,  wherein  his  character  appeared  in  a 
light  peculiarly  amiable.  In  one  of  them  he  pro- 
feiTed  himfelf  in  heart  a  proteftant,  but  apolo 
gized  for  not  publicly  conforming,  by  alleging 

that 
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that  it  would  render  the  eve  of  his  mother's  life 
unhappy.  In  another  very  long  one,  he  endea 
voured  to  perfuade  Mr.  Brooke  to  take  orders,  as 
being  a  profeffion  better  fuited  to  his  principles, 
his  difpofition,  and  his  genius,  than  that  of  the 
law,  and  alfo  lefs  injurious  to  his  health. 

"Why  he  declined  this  advice  of  his  friend,  is 
not  now  known  5  nor  can  .we  collect  any  material 
incident  to  fill  up  a  long  interregnum  which  here 
muft  be  left  in  his  life.  While  barrack-mafler 
under  Lord  Chefterfield — while  writer  of  the 
Farmers  Letters,  &c.  he  paffed,  no  doubt,  through 
many  bufy  and  interefting  fcenes  j  but  we  know 
little  that  can  be  related  with  certainty  concerning 
him. 

Wearied,  at  length,  with  fruitlefs  efforts  to 
aroufe  the  flumbering  genius  of  his  country— 
difgufted  with  her  ingratitude — and  lick  of  her 
venality,  he  withdrew  to  his  paternal  feat,  and 
there,  in  the  fociety  of  the  mufes,  and  the  peace 
ful  bofom  of  domeftic  love,  confoled  himfelf  for 
loft  advantages  and  difappointed  hopes.  An  only 
brother,  whom  he  tenderly  loved,  accompanied 
his  retirement,  with  a  family  almoft  as  numerous 
as  his  own  ;  and  there,  for  many  years,  they  lived 
together  with  uninterrupted  harmony  and  affec 
tion  :  the  nephew  was  as  dear  as  the  fon — the 
uncle  as  revered  as  the  father — and  the  fifter-in- 
law  almoft  as  beloved  as  the  wife. 

Here 
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Here  he  devoted  himfelf  wholly  to  the  mufes. 
He  wrote  feveral  of  his  fineft  tragedies,  and 
formed  golden  hopes  of  their  fuccefs  upon  the 
Englifh  ftage,  from  his  intereft  with  Mr.  Gar- 
rick,  who  profeffed  for  him  (while  he  lived  in 
London)  vthe  higheft  efteem ;  but  here  he  was 
greatly  deceived,  for  Garrick  was  no  longer,  as 
formerly,  his  friend. 

In  17745  ne  nad  prefTed  him  earneflly  to  write 
for  the  ftage,  and  offered  to  enter  into  articles 
with  him  for  a  ihilling  a  line  for  all  he  fhould 
write  during  life,  provided  that  he  wrote  for  him 
alone.  This  Garrick  looked  upon  as  an  extraor 
dinary  compliment  to  Mr.  Brooke's  abilities; 
but  he  could  not,  however,  bring  him  over  to 
his  opinion,  nor  prevail  with  him  to  accept  of 
his  offer  $  on  the  contrary,  he  rejected  it  with 
fome  degree  of  haughtinefs — for  which  Garrick 
never  forgave  him.  He  was  then  in  the  full 
and  flattering  career  to  fortune  and  to  fame,  and 
would  have  thought  it  a  difgrace  to  hire  out  his 
talents,  and  tie  himfelf  down  to  neceflity. 

The  Irifli  ftage  was  dill  open;  he  tried  it,  and 
was  tolerably  fuccefsful,  but  not  equal  to  his 
hopes  and  his  occafions.  Ever  too  fanguine  in 
expectations  and  projects — generous  to  profu- 
fion — and  thoughtlefs  of  the  morrow,  his  hand 
was  as  open  as  his  heart  was  feeling :  no  friend 
paired  by  him  uncheriihed— no  diftrefs  unre 
lieved. 
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lieved.     In  fhort,  he  was  compelled  to  mortgage, 
and  at  laft  to  fell,  the 


fields 
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He  left  the  country,  and  rented  a  houfe  and  do 
main  in  Kildare,  where  he  refided  for  a  few  years. 

But  his  heart  ftill  hovered  round  the  fcenes  of 
his  happieft  hours :  he  left  Kildare,  and  took  and 
improved  a  farm  in  the  vicinity  of  his  once  loved 
habitation.  This,  however,  he  intended  for  a  fum- 
mer  refidence  only,  but  was  afterwards  obliged  to 
fettle  entirely  there,  on  account  of  Mrs.  Brooke's 
declining  health,  which  did  not  permit  her  to  re 
turn  to  Dublin.  Shortly  after,  fhe  died,  and 
with  her  all  his  happinefs,  and  the  better  part  of 
his  exiftence,  fled  5  for  his  intellects  never  after 
recovered  the  fhock  of  this  feparation,  after  a 
union  of  near  fifty  years,  enjoyed  with  a  harmony 
of  affection  which  misfortune  flrove  in  vain  to 
embitter— which  no  length  of  time  could  fatiate — 
nor  any  thing  interrupt  but  death. 

Previous  to  this  laft  calamity,  the  lofs  of  a 
favourite  child  (the  feventeenth  deceafed)  gave  a 
fevere  blow  to  his  conftitution,  already  weakened 
by  long  ftudy,  and  beginning  to  bend  beneath 
the  preffure  of  years.  The  agitation  of  his  mind 
brought  on,  with  extreme  violence,  a  megrim, 
to  which  he  had  at  times  been  a  little  fubject  from 
his  youth  i  and  the  death  of  his  wife  completing 

what 
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what  that  had  begun,  reduced  him,  for  a  length 
of  time,  to  a  ftate  of  almoft  total  imbecility. 
The  care  of  the  phyficians,  indeed,  in  fome  mea- 
fure,  reftored  him ;  but  Hill  the  powers  of  his 
mind  were  decayed,  and  his  genius  flafhed  but 
by  fits. 

This,  indeed,  is  too  evidently  perceivable  in 
thofe  of  his  works  which  were  written  after  the 
wheels  of  his  mental  chariot  began  to  drive  hea 
vily.  In  the  latter  volumes  of  the  Fool  of  Qua 
lity,  and  his  fubfequent  novel  of  Juliet  Grenville, 
we  trace,  with  a  mixture  of  regret  and  awe,  the 
magnificent  ruins  of  genius. 

Both  thefe  books  were  written  with  a  view  to 
moral  and  religious  improvement.  A  mere  novel 
eould  never  have  been  planned  by  a  heart  and 
head  like  his;  but  he  knew  that  fyftem  is  coldly 
received,  and  a  fet  of  rules  for  thought  or  con 
duct  would  be  little  relilhed  or  read  :  he  there 
fore  chofe  his  ftory  purely  as  a  conduit  for  in- 
ilruclion  ;  and  mod  fuccefsfully  he  chofe  it; — at 
once  he  charms,  elevates,  and  melts  the  foul ! 
If  I  may  ufe  the  exprefTson,  he  fteals  us  into 
goodnefs,  and  cheats  us  into  improvement;  and 
while  we  think  he  only  means  to  amufe  the  ima 
gination,  he  informs  the  understanding,  corrects 
the  judgment,  and  mends  the  heart.  The  fafci- 
nating  powers  of  his  genius  lay- the  irritation  of 
the  mental  nerve  afleep,  while,  with  a  kind  and 
fcilful  hand,  he  probes  the  mental  wound  -9  or, 

as 
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as  he  makes  his  Taflb  thus  elegantly  fpeak  in 
Englifh 

*e  His  bitter  fo  the  friendly  leech  conceals, 
"  And  with  the  fraud  of  latent  med'cine  heals  5 
«c  To  the  fick  tafte  he  promifes  delight, 
"  And  obvious  fweets  the  infant  lip  invite  : 
"  Health,  ambufh'd  in  the  potion,  is  imbib'd, 
ic  For  man  muft  even  to  happinefs  be  brib'd." 

Mr.  Brooke  feems  never  for  a  moment  to  lofe 
fight  of  this  great  end.  It  was,  indeed,  his  cba- 
rafter,  and  of  courfe  is  diffufed  in  his  works, 
which  breathe  throughout  the  vital  fpirit  of  piety 
and  benevolence,  and  contain  not  a  fmgle  line 
which  virtue  and  religion  need  blufli  to  own. 

His  novels  were  the  laft  of  his  writings :  in 
deed,  a  great  part  of  them  was  fuppofed  to  be 
the  work  of  fome  other  hand  -,  for,  at  the  time 
of  their  publication  (the  firft  volumes  of  the 
Fool  of  Quality  excepted),  he  was  thought  by 
many  to  be  dead,  as,  from  the  time  of  his  wife's 
deceafe,  he  fecluded  himfelf  entirely  from  the 
world. 

Of  all  its  honours,  but  two  branches  remained 
to  this  venerable  trunk — a  fon  in  the  army,  fince 
dead — and  a  daughter,  fent  in  the  latter  years  of 
his  life 

"  To  rock  the  cradle  of  declining  age/* 

He  died  as  he  lived — a  chriftian.  With  the 
naeeknefs  of  a  lamb,  and  the  fortitude  of  a  hero, 

he 
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he  fupported  the  tedious  infirmities  of  age,  the 
languors  of  ficknefs,  and  the  pains  of  diflblution ; 
and  his  death,  like  his  life,  was  inftrudUon. 

If  the  foregoing  narrative,  and  the  following 
works,  are  inefficient  to  convey  to  the  Reader  an 
idea  of  the  character  of  our  Author,  let  him  take 
it  here  from  one  who  knew  him  well. 

Mr.  Brooke,  with  many  great  and  {till  more 
amiable  qualities,  was  not  without  his  faults  ;•— - 
perfection  Cannot  be  the  lot  of  mortality.  His 
feelings  never  waited  the  decifion  of  his  judg 
ment;  he  knew  not  how  to  mortify,  to  reftrain, 
or  fufpend  them  for  a  moment — like  petted  chil 
dren,  they  were  fpoiled  by  too  much  indulgence. 

This  unhappy  foftnefs  was  the  fource  of  a  thou- 
fand  misfortunes  to  him.  In  confequence  of  it, 
he  was  perpetually  duped  in  friendfhip,  as  well  as 
in  charity.  His  abilities  were  as  warmly  exerted 
in  the  fervice  or  vindication  of  apparent  worth,  as 
his  purfe  was  open  to  apparent  diftrefs  ;  and  the 
firft  proving  as  fictitious  as  the  laft,  reduced  him 
fometimes  to  the  mortifying  fituation  of  appear 
ing  the  advocate  and  friend  of  chara&ers  diame 
trically  oppofite  to  his  own. 

Another  difadvantage  to  which  it  fubjected 
him,  was  the  appearance  of  unfleadinefs  and 
change ;  for  he  never  difcovered  himfelf  to  be  in 
an  error,  without  taking  the  firft  opportunity  to 
retract  it.  If,  through  miftake,  and  the  artful 
deceits  of  hypocrify,  he  chanced  to  be,  unawares, 
6  the 
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the  champion  of  mifconducl:,  no  fooner  did  he 
fnd  than  he  acknowledged  that  miflake,  and 
gave  warning  to  thofe  whom  his  influence  or  his 
eloquence  had  led  into  a  mifconception  of  their 
characters  j  and  if,  wrong  informed,  he  injured 
the  innocent,  the  moment  he  found  his  error,  he 
exerted  himfelf  with  tenfold  zeal  to  clear  and  to 
redrefs  them. 

Thus,  in  the  inftance  of  his  Trial  of  the  Ro 
man  Catholics,  which,  at  the  rifle  of  fortune  and 
of  favour,  he  wrote  to  clear  that  people  from 
fome  afperfions  which,  in  his  zeal  for  the  pro- 
teftant  religion,  had  too  haftily  efcaped  from  his 
pen. 

In  the  catalogue  of  his  faults,  it  muft  be  owned 
that  he  was  too  profule  and  improvident;  but  it 
was  the  prodigality  of  feeling — it  was  the  pro- 
fufenefs  of  a  generous^  not  of  an  oftentatious  mind. 

To  imprefs  us  with  an  idea  of  his  virtues,  we 
need  only  read  his  works ;  for  he  was  what  he 
there  appears  to  be.  The  leading  features  of  his 
rnind  were  benevolence,  meeknefs,  and  faith ; 
for  his  country,  patriotifm  to  excefs  $  and  for  hu 
mankind,  that  ever  wakeful  regard  to  the  inte- 
refts  of  religion  and  morality,  which  delighted  to 
employ  itfelf  in  feizing  or  creating  opportunities 
of  advancing  their  caufe. 

This  was  evinced  in  his  condu£iy  as  well  as  his 
•writings.  «  He  and  his  houfe  ferved  the  Lord  j" 

and 
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and  no  day  patted  in  which  he  did  not  collect  his 
family  to  prayer,  and  read  and  expound  the  fcrip- 
tures  to  them.  He  was  alfo  the  fpiricual  paftor, 
as  well  as  matter,  of  his  tenantry :  he  would  oc- 
cafionally  reprove  and  exhort  them,  vific  them  in 
ficknefs,  confole  them  in  forrow,  and  relieve 
them  in  diftrefs.  He  made  it  a  pradlice  to  walk 
into  their  cottages,  take  their  children  on  his 
knees,  and  dictate  to  them  fuch  matters  of  in- 
ftruclion  as  their  years  and  capacities  could  re 
ceive. 

It  is  much  to  be  lamented,  that  he  was  not  edu 
cated  for  the  church :  he  would  have  made  one  of 
its  ftrongeft  pillars — its  mod  fhining  ornaments. 
This  is  not  the  attention  of  partial  friendfhipj — 
his  works  fufikiently  prove,  that  religion,  meek 
though  fervent,  was  the  chief  bias,  the  favourite 
object  of  his  mind  5  and  his  verfe,  as  well  as 
profe,  is  always  molt  highly  animated  when  this 
fubject  infpires  them.  The  following  anecdote 
will  alfo  ferve  to  illuftrate  the  obfervation : 

One  Sunday,  while  the  congregation  were  af- 
fembled  in  the  rural  church  of  the  parifh  in  which, 
he  lived,  they  waited  a  long  time  the  arrival  of 
their  clergyman.  At  laft,  rinding  he  was  not 
likely  to  come  that  day,  they  judged  that  fome 
accident  had  detained  him  ;  and  being  loth  to 
depart  entirely  without  their  errand,  they  with 
one  accord  requefted  that  Mr.  Brooke  would  per- 

VOL.  I.  a  form 
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form  the  fervice  for  them,  and  expound  a  part  of 
the  fcriptures.— He  confented,  and  the  previous 
prayers  being  over,  he  opened  the  bible,  and 
preached  extempore  on  the  firft  text  that  (truck 
'his  eye.  In  the  middle  of  his  difcourfe,  the  cler 
gyman  entered,  and  found  the  whole  congregation 
in  tears.  He  entreated  Mr.  Brooke  to  proceed  ; 
but  this  he  modeftly  refufed  5  and  the  other  as 
modeftly  declared,  that  after  the  teftimony  of  fu- 
perior  abilities,  which  he  perceived  in  the  moid: 
eyes  of  all  prefent,  he  would  think  it  preemption 
and  folly  to  hazard  any  thing  of  his  own.  Ac 
cordingly,  the  concluding  prayers  alone  were  faid, 
and  the  congregation  difmifled  for  the  day. 

Mr.  Brooke's  feelings  were,  even  beyond  thofe 
of  female  nature,  foft,  and  exquifitely  tender. 
His  wife  ufed  often  to  conceal  from  him  the 
death  of  a  cottager,  left  the  grief  of  the  furvivors 
fhould  affect  him  too  much.  His  temper  was 
meek,  almoft  to  a  fault:  it  was  nearly  impoffible 
to  provoke  him  to  refentment — or  if  provoked, 
like  the  Brutus  of  Shakefpeare, 

"  He  carried  anger  as  the  flint  bears  fire  ; 

"  Which,  much  enforced,  yields  a  hafty  fpark, 

"  And  ftraight  is  cold  again." 

From  principle,  as  well  as  temper,  he  "  refitted 
evil  only  with  good."  He  was  too  much  a 
chriftian  to  revenge,  and  too  much  a  philofopher 
to  refent.  Once,  when  alked  what  he  thought 

of 
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of  a  humorous,  but  falfe  and  malicious  libel,  in. 
which  he,  with  feveral  others,  were  included,  his 
anfwer  was— r"  Why,  Sir;  I  laughed  at  the  wit, 
and  fmiled  at  malice  of  it/' 

A  fljort,  but  juft  and  ftriking  character  of  our 
Author,  is  contained  in  the  following  beautiful 
lines,  written  by  the  P,ev,  Dr.  Skelton,  a  man  in* 
capable  of  exaggerated  panegyric  upon  any  one. 

Here  lies  a  Caiket,  which  of  late  refignM 
Three  jewels  brighter  than  the  folar  beam  ! 

Such  Faith,  fuch  Genius,  and  an  Heart  fo  kind, 
As  in  no  fecond  breaft  are  found  t»y  Fame ! 
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CHRONOLOGICAL  ACCOUNT 

OF    THE 

WORKS  OF  HENRY   BROOKE, 


1735  anc* 
TJNIVERSAL  BEAUTY.     A  Philofophical 

Poem.     In  Six  Books. 

1738. 

Two  Books  of  JERUSALEM  DELIVERED.  An 
Epic  Poem*  Tranflated  from  the  Italian  of 
Torquato  Taffo. 

Mr.  Hoole,  in  the  Preface  to  his  Tranflation 
of  Taffo,  in  mentioning  the  feveral  tranflations 
of  this  author,  fays,  "  Mr.  Brooke's,  in  parti- 
cr  cular,  is  at  once  fo  harmonious  and  fo  fpi- 
"  rited,  that  I  think  an  entire  Tranflation  of 
cc  Taffo  by  him  would  not  only  have  rendered 
t€  my  talk  unneceffary,  but  have  difcouraged 
€€  thofe  from  the  attempt  whofe  poetical  abili- 
*<  ties  are  much  fuperior  to  mine." 

1739- 
GUSTAVUS  VASA,  the  Deliverer  of  his  Country. 

A  Tragedy ;  intended  to  have  been  afted  a,t 

Prury-Lane. 

On 
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On  the  refufal  of  a  licence  to  this  play,  Mr. 
Paul  Whitehead  publiihed  the  following  lines  : 

«'  While  Athens  gloried  in  her  free-born  race, 
«c  And  Science  flourifh'd  round  her  fav'rite  place, 
"  The  Mufe  unfettered  trod  the  Grecian  Stage ; 
*'  Free  were  her  pinions,  unreftrain'd  her  rage. 
"  Bold  and  fecure,  fhe  aim'd  the  pointed  dart, 
"  And  pour'd  the  precept  poignant  to  the  heart ; 
<e  Till  djre  Dominion  ftretch'd  her  lawlefs  fway, 
<c  And  Athens'  fons  were  deftin'd  to  obey. 
"  Then,  firft,  the  Stage  a  licensed  bondage  knew, 
<c  And  Tyrants  quafh'd  the  fcene  they  fear'd  to  view; 
"  Fair  Freedom's  voice  no  more  was  heard  to  charm, 
<c  Or  Liberty  the  Attic  audience  warm. 

"  Then  fled  the  Mufe  indignant  from  the  fhore ; 
cc  Nor  deign'd  to  dwell  where  Freedom  was  no  more. 
"  Vain  then,  alas  !  {he  fought  Britannia's  ifle, 
"  Charm'd  with  her  voice,  and  cheer'd  us  with  her  fmilc, 
««  If  Gallic  laws  her  gen'rous  flight  reftrain, 
<e  And  bind  her  captive  with  th'  ignoble  chain. 
<«  Bold  and  unlicens'd  in  Eliza's  days, 
<c  Free  flow'd  her  numbers,  flourifh'd  fair  her  bays : 
ic  On  Britain's  Stage,  majeftic,  unconfin'd, 
<c  She  tunes  her  patriot  leflbns  to  mankind  ; 
*«  For  mighty  heroes  ranfack'd  ev'ry  age— 
«  Then  beam'd  them  glorious  in  her  SHAKESPEARE'S 
page. 

"  SHAKESPEARE'S  no  more — loft  was  the  poet's  name, 
«  Till  thou,  my  friend,  my  genius,  fprung  to  fame. 
"  Lur'd  by  his  laurel's  never-fading  bloom, 
"  You  boldly  fnatch'd  the  trophy  from  his  tomb, 
*c  Taught  the  declining  Mufe  again  to  foar, 
*'  And  to  Britannia  gave  one  Poet  more. 

*  «  Pleas'd 
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"  Pleas'd  in  thy  lays,  we  fee  GUSTAVUS  live  : 
"  But,  O  GUSTAVUS  !  if  thou  canft  forgive 
"  Britons  more  favage  than  the  tyrant  Dane, 
"  Beneath  whofe  yoke  you  drew  the  galling  chain  ; 
"  Degenerate  Britons,  by  thy  worth  difmay'd, 
"  Prophane  thy  glories,  and  profcribe  thy  {hade  !" 

In  1742,  this  play  was, performed  in  Dublin. 

1741. 

CONSTANTIA  j    or,  The  Man  of  Law's  Tale ; 
modernized  from  Chaucer. 

Printed  in  Ogle's  Verfion  of  Chaucer's  Can 
terbury  Tales. 

1745* 
THE  EARL  OF  WESTMORLAND.      A  Tragedy. 

This  was  adted  in  Dublin  in  May  1745.     Firft 
printed  in  the  prefent  collection. 

THE  FARMER'S  LETTERS. 
On  the  publication  of  this  performance,  Mr. 
Garrick  addrefled  the  following  lines  to   Mr. 
Brooke  : 

"  Oh,  thou,  whofe  artlefs  free-born  genius  charms  j 
**  Whofe  ruftic  zeal  each  patriot  bofom  warms  $ 
"  Purfue  the  glorious  talk,  the  pleafing  toil, 
**  Forfake  the  fields,  and  *///  a  nobler  foil  j 
"  Extend  the  Farmer's  care  to  human  kind, 
"  Manure  the  Heart,  and  cultivate  the  Mind  : 
<c  There  plant  Religion,  Reafon,  Freedom,  Truth, 
*'  And  few  the  feeds  of  Virtue  in  our  youth. 

"  Let 
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"  Let  no  rank  weeds  corrupt,  or  brambles  choak, 
cc  And  (hake  the  vermin  from  the  British  Oak  ; 
"  From  northern  blafts  prote&  the  vernal  bloom, 
"  And  guard  our  pail  ares  from  the  wolves  of  Romi ; 
"  On  Britain's  Liberty  engraft  thy  name, 
**  And  reap  the  harvejl  of  immortal  fame  !" 

1746. 

EPILOGUE  on  the  Birth-day  of  the  Duke  of 
CUMBERLAND.  Spoken  by  Mr.  Garrick  in 
Dublin. 

PROLOGUE  to  OTHELLO.  Spoken  by  Mr.  Garrick. 

1747- 

FABLES  ;  viz.  The  Temple  of  Hymen.  The 
Sparrow  and  the  Dove.  The  Female  Se 
ducers.  Love  and  Vanity. 

Originally  printed  in  Moore's  Fables  for  the 
Female  Sex.  In  the  Preface  to  this  work,  Mr. 
Moore  fays,  "  To  avoid  the  misfortunes  that 
<c  may  attend  me  from  any  accidental  fuccefs,  I 
<c  think  it  necefiary  to  inform  thofe  who  know 
cc  me,  that  I  have  been  affifted  in  the  follow- 
<c  ing  papers  by  the  author  of  Guftavus  Vafa. 
cc  Let  the  crime  of  pleafing  be  his  j  whofe  ta- 
c<  lents  as  a  writer,  and  whofe  virtues  as  a  man, 
<c  have  rendered  him  a  living  affront  to  the 
cc  whole  circle  of  his  acquaintance." 


1748. 
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1748. 
PROLOGUE  to  the  FOUNDLING, 

LITTLE  JOHN  AND  THE  GIANTS.    A  Dramatic 
Opera.     A&ed  in  Dublin. 

1749. 

THE  EARL  OF  ESSEX.  A  Tragedy.  Afted  in 
Dublin;  and  afterwards,  in  1760,  at  Drury- 
Lane  Theatre. 

1762. 
THE  TRIAL  OF  THE  ROMAN  CATHOLICS.     8vo. 

1766. 

THE  FOOL  OF  QUALITY  ;  or,  The  Hiftory  of 
Henry  Earl  of  Moreland.  5  vols.  lamp* 
Since  reprinted  in  4  vols.  i2mo« 

1772. 
REDEMPTION.     A  Poem. 

1774. 

JULIET  GRENVILLE  ;    or,   The  Hiftory  of  the 
Human  Heart.     3  vols.  ismo. 

1778. 

THE  LAST  SPEECH  OF  JOHN  GOOD. 
ANTHONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.     A  Tragedy. 
THE  IMPOSTOR.     A  Tragedy. 
THE  EARL  OF  WESTMORELAND.     A  Tragedy. 
CYMBELINE.     A  Tragedy, 
VOL.  I.  b  MONTI- 
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MONTEZUMA.     A  Tragedy. 
THE  VESTAL  VIRGIN.     A  Tragedy* 
LITTLE  JOHN  AND  THE  GIANTS.     A  Dramatic 
Opera. 

THE  CONTENDING  BROTHERS.     A  Comedy. 
THE  CHARITABLE  ASSOCIATION.     A  Comedy. 
THE  FEMALE  OFFICER.     A  Comedy. 
THE  MARRIAGE  CONTRACT.     A  Comedy* 
RUTH.     An  Oratorio. 
CONRADE.     A  Fragment. 

Firft  printed  in  the  firft  edition  of  this  Work. 

1789. 
THE  FOX-CHACE.    A  Poem. 

Firft  printed  in  the  prefent  edition. 
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PERSONS. 

PLUTUS,  or  WEALTH.  "J 

GALLIGANTUS,  or  POWER.  1  FAMILY 

RUMBO,  or  VIOLENCE.  of  the 

BLUNDERBORE,  or  WRONG.  J  GIANTS. 

JOHN  GOOD. 

DOROTHY  GOOD,  his  Mother.       .      FAMILY 

GRACE  GOOD,  his  Sifter.  \         of  the 

•       ',\     *i 
The  PRINCESS  JI^TICE.  J       GOODS 


COURTIERS,  LADIES,  NOBLEMEN,  ATTENDANTS, 
SHEPHERDS,  SHEPHERDESSES,  PEASANTS,  BEGGARS, 
&c. 


Ippf^  K 

THE 

GIANT    QJUELLER. 

A   °   V&ul 

. -'j^'J s  c  E  N.  ' 'it-fell -.MM 

A    COUNTRY    VILLAGE. 

JOHN  GOOD,   met  by  feveral  PEASANT*,  running 
from  different  parts. 


run,  run— 
We're  all  undone ! 
3d  PEAS,  Run,  run! 
JACK.  What,  are  you  mad  ?— The  devil's  in  the 

people ! 

jft  PEAI.  A  Giant,  fir,  a  Giant,  like  a  fteeple! 
id  PEAS.  His  eyes  two  beacpns  are,  a  mile  afun- 

der. 
3d  PEAS.  His  mouth  a  furnace,  and  his  voice  a 

thunder. 
2d  PEAS.  The  greedy  gut,  laft  fair,  as  I'm  a  fiA- 

ner, 
Eat  up  both  men  and  market,  at  a  dinner. 
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gd  PEAS.  A  goodly  farm  I  had,  with  kine  to 

flock  it ; 

Houfe,  farm,  and  all,  he  whips  me  in  his  pocket. 
All  in  a  chafe,  I  runs  me  to  the  Quorum, 
And  ript  the  bundle  of  my  griefs,  before  'em : 
Alack,  my  matters,  'twas  a  mufty  errand, 
The  Quorum  heard— but  hold  ye  there — no  war 
rant ! 

What  mould  I  do,  at  fuch  a  woeful  crifis  ? 
I  tuck'd  my  duds,  and  trudg'd  to  our  affizes  ; 
When,  lo  fir,  as  I  ftood,  my  wrongs  difclofmg, 
One  judge  fat  wifely  deaf,  and  'tother  dozing. 
JACK.  My  friends,  your  State  Phyficians,  thro* 

all  nations, 

Prefcribe  the  Poor  their  Handing  dofe — . — of  Pati 
ence. 

The  Weak  muft  bend,  or  break  ;  the  Wife  be  pli 
ant  ; 
Nor  vainly  look  for  Juflice  on  a  GIANT. 

AIR     I. 

TUNE,  "  At  the  tree  I  fhall  fuffe'r  with  pleafure." 
I, 

The  Laws  they  were  made  for  the  Little, 
The  Laws  they  were  made  for  the  Little, 
In  the  hands  of  the  Strong, 
All  the  ties,  that  belong 
To  Juftice  and  Honour,  are  brittle. 

•Hi 
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II. 

The  Laws  they  were  made  for  the  Little, 
The  Laws  they  were  made  for  the  Little, 
Though  Churchmen  may  preach, 
And  Philosophers  teach, 
The  Great  will  not  lift  tp  a  tittle. 

III. 

The  Laws  they  were  made  for  the  Little, 
The  Laws  they  were  made  for  the  Little  ; 
It  is  not  by  Right, 
But  by  wrong-doing  Might, 
That  Giants  ftill  fcape  a  Committal. 

JACK.  Yet  fear  not,  honeft  neighbours ;  come 

there  may 

A  future  deed,  to  mark  fome  future  day, 
T0  give  this  proud  Philiftine  of  the  land, 
In  fmgle  combat  to  your  David's  hand ; 
Thereafter,  'twill  be  eafy  to  divine, 
Whofe  arm  Heaven  moft  fhall  favour,  his  or  mine. 

[Exit  JACK. 

3d  PEAS.     Soft  ye,  my  neighbours! — what  is 

this  I  fee  ? 

You  fpoke  but  of  one  GIANT — here  are  three. 
iftPEAs.  Then  look  ye,  friends,  there's  little 

more  to  fay, 

The  hindmoft  let  them  catch— 
ALL.  Away,  away  ! 

f  Exeunt  running. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      II. 

The  three  GIANTS  enter,  with  PLUTUS,  his  Robe  fpangled  with 
Gems  and  Medals,  and  a  Golden  Rod  in  his  hand. 

A  I  R     IL 
L 

P'LIJT.  This  fcepter'd  hand  all  nations  own  ^ 

All  religions  hold  divine — » 
I  the  king  of  every  throne  ; 
I  the  god  of  every  fhrine  I 

m 

Gold  is  every  woman's  luft  ; 

Gold  is  every  man's  defire  5 
Gold  the  covert  patriot's  guft  ; 

Kneel  my  fons,  and  own  your  fire  f 

[Giants  kneel* 

GALIG.  Father,  your  facred  influence  I  own. 
And  nature  feels  that  I  am  your's  alone ; 
But,  for  this  precious  pair,  my  booby  brothers, 
I  would,  good  fir,  I  would — they  were  another's. 

PL.UT,.  Thee,  GALLIGANTUS,  in  life's  golden 

tide,, 

I  gat  upon  thy  mother,  Pride- 
Son  of  my  ftrength,  in  an  aufpicious  hour  ; 
And  call'd  thee,  Power. 
To  thee   fucceeded,  ere  'twas  long, 
Thefe  thy  two  brothers,  VIOLENCE  and  WRONG  : 

If 
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If  of  their  kin  thou  thinkeft  fhame, 
Employ  their  Natures,  but  fupprefs  their  Name. 
Nor  thou,  my  elded  born,  their  fellowship  difown; 
But    let   them     (hare  thy     grace,     and     they'll 

fupport  thy  throne, 
GALLIC.  Father,    thy    word  is    fage — be  this 

embrace 
O  urbond  of  brotherhood,  our  bond  of  peace ! 

[ GIANTS  embrace. 

PLUT,  Heir  of  rny  might,    to   thec  I  give 

this  wand, 

To  fpread  thy  power»  and    grace  thy  hand 
Bright  •  emblem  of  thy  race,  proud  enfigri   of ' 
command.  j 

GALLIC.  Firft,  humbly  on  my  knee  I   bend, 
To  learn  its  ufe,  and  know  its  end. 
PLUT.     When  o'er    the    heads     of  Senates, 

Courts,  and  Kings, 
Thine  arm  doth  wave 
This  golden  wand,  from   whence  all    influence 

f  prings — 

Who  curt'fies,  is  avow'd  .thy  Have  : 
Who  bendeth  not,  if  fuch  a  wight  there  be, 
Thy  deadlieft  foe  is  he. 
Whatever  antientilory  tells 
Of  incantations,  charms,  or  fpells, 
This  rod  contains — a  fage  and  learned  wand  ; 
And  is  the  mightier  MERLIN  of  the  land. 

Beyond 
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Beyond  the  fun's  meridian  beam. 
Its  touch  unthreads  the  human  frame — 
No  Virtue  may  abide  the  prov'd  effay  ; 
And  every  worth  exhales,    like   morning 

away. 

Would'fl  thou  embroil  the  world  in  fight 
Set  up  this  Enfign  to  their  fight — 
Around  the  nations  mail  engage, 
And  madding  difcord  Ihout,  and  boundlefs  havock 

rage! 

Then  bid  contention  ceafe — 
Down  with  this  kindling  rod,  and  all  again  is  peace. 
Wonder-working  Gold  has  done 
All  the  feats  beneath  the  fun  ; 
Gold  was  the  talifman  of  every  MAGUS, 
And  CIRCE'S  witchful  Cup  was  taken  from  the  Ta- 

gus. 

A  I  R    III. 

TUNE,  "  Moll  Roe." 
I. 

PLUT.  Would  you  filence  a  Patriot  committee, 

Touch  their  lips  with  this  magical  Wand  ; 
Through  country,  and  fenate,  and  city, 
*Tis  the  lock  and  the  key  of  the  land. 

II. 

1    r*  •''-      £\      ••*''  f     f •     t  t*'  1  *  I  "  *     ?'  *"* 

Take  a  piece  of  this  fame  from  your  coffer, 

Difplay  to  the  Voter  your  pelf; 
And  the  wretch,  having  nothing  to  offer, 
Will  frugally  fell  you— Himfeif. 

Ill, 
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.  yj  •     .O13JA0 

*Tis  afhot  for  the  fowl  of  all  feather^  /O 
,    A  bait  for  the  guft  of  all  fifh  ; 
To  this  every  gudgeon  will  gather, 
And  plump,  ready  dreft*  in  your  difh. 

TV 

i    rrni  Jlufu  IfiiJT 

If  the  booby,  your  Pupil,  fo  dull  is, 

He  fcarce  can  remember  his  name  ; 
Yet  his  mouth  it  {hall  open,  like  Tuil-yV, 

When  fed  with  a  fpoon  of  this  fattie.         ^O-... 

V. 

*i  *f  '  ' 

£  ,j  i    .  '„     V  t.  j    sSlsJHJ    i~>  »ii    i  •.:••. 

To  a  rafcal,  a  bear,  and  a  blockhead, 
Unconfcious  of  mood,  or  of  tenfe, 

This  plaftic  receipt,  in  his  pocket, 
Gives  grace,  figure,  virtue,  andfenfe. 

VI. 

• 

Old  Saints  will  for  this  fell  their  manuals  ; 

O'er  this,  at  your  fovereign  nod, 
Old  Judges  willikip  like  young  fpaniels, 

And  Cardinals  kifs  you  this  rod. 


. 
To  ftudy  aught  dfe  is  but  nonfenfe  ; 

From  hence  all  Philofophy  fp  rings  — 
'Tis  the  Crown,  Beauty  ,  Caufe,  and  Good  Confcieace, 
Of  Priefts,  Ladies,  Lawyers,  and  Kings. 

B  GALLIC. 
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GALLIC.  Thanks,  mighty  fir!  the  gift  is  great, 

for  hence, 
O'er  earth  I  gain  omnipotence. 

[Takes  the  Wand; 

PLUT.  Take  it,  my  fon,  my  rightful  heir  5 
The  world  is  thine— but  let  thy  brothers  mare. 
POWER,  VIOLENCE,  and  WRONG,  arethrec, 
That  muft  immortal  be : 
Together,  then,  o'er  mortals  reign ; 
Though  captive  you  may  be  awhile,  you  never  can 

be  flain. 

GALLIC.  Yet  father,  I  would  gladly  know 
If  we  have  any  kindred  elfe  below  ? — 
Of  fuch  bid  thefe  thy  fens  beware, 
And  let  their  wrath  their  own  relations  fpare. 

PLUT.  Lift,  therefore — to  my  fage  advice  attend, 
And  from  your  foe  difcern  your  friend. 

AIR   Iv.-^<^«v;o 

TUNE,  «  Peggy  Benfon." 

ib®&  ftj$ifA*yfft  "liictv  te'^ldi  ?9*O 
In  the  Church,  where  your  dignifi'd  doclors  you 

find, 

Such  holy  men  refrain,  fon  ; 
For,  uplifted  by  us,  and  our  offices  kind, 
Their  fantfify'd  pride  they  fuftain,  fon. 

II- 
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II. 

goyenors  thrive,  and  each  Prince,    on  his 

throne, 

In  peace  and  plenty  reign,  fon  ; 
Till  you  find  that  by  talents,  and  virtue,  alone, 
One  man  (hall  to  honour  attain,  fon. 

III. 

J.et  Party  in  turbulent  fenates  debate, 
Nor  matters  it  who  mall  gain,  fon ; 

Till  you  find  that  one  a&  for  the  good  of  the  ftate^ 
Shall  have  enter'd  in  cither's  brain,  fon. 

IV. 

Let  thelaw  be  your  care,  nor  one  tittle  retrench, 
But  fupport  each  furr'd  robe  in  its  ftation  j 

For  they,  as  our  fubftitutes,  fit  on  the  bench, 
To  decide  the  affairs  of  the  nation. 

V. 

In   Cities,  J;ho'  Czars  of  a  pitiful  fpher-f, 

Would  you  know  who  would  be  our  relation  ? 

*Tis  the  Alderman's  Worfhip,  and  fudden  Lord 

Mayor, 
Who  ftruts  through  his  yearly  creation. 

VII 

Each  fox-hunting  juftice  and  landlorded  youth, 
Are  prone  to  your  point,  when  they  may,  fon ; 
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For  thefe,  too,  are  little  Grand  Signiors,  forfooth, 
And  GIANTS,  each  man  in  his  way,  fon. 

PLUT.  Now  mark  me,  (OR  ;  my  latefl  counftl  hear, 
And  learn  the  only  ill  thou  haft  to  fear. 
Somewhere,  I  ween,  on  Britain's  antient  ground, 
A  royal  maid,  called  JUSTICE,  may  be  found 
A  princefs  fair,  born  of  a  race  divine  j 
A  race,  as  wide  as  pole  and  pole,  from  thine : 
Her  feek,  fecure,  and  when  a  captive  led: 
By  force,  or  flattery,  win  to  mare  thy  bed  ; 
Seize  her  fell  fword,  the  magic  fword  of  LAW, 
Which  but  one  arm,  the  arm  of  TRUTH  can  draw: 
Alone,  by  night,  unheard  and  unfpy'd, 
Deep  under  ground,  that  hoftile  weapon  hide  ; 
.For,  woe  the  day,  when,  all  thy  glories  fped, 
Thine  eye  mall  fee  it  brandim'd  o'er  thine  head, 
Enough  is  faid,  enough  is  done  ; — 
The  bleffings  of  thy  fire  flill  wait  on  the.e,  my  fon. 

[Thunder  and  lightning,  PLUTUS  defcends. 

GALLIC.  Come  my  brothers,  hand  in  hand, 
Let's  rule  the  Court,  and  roam  the  land  ; 
Or,  if  in  prudence,  we  mo  uldfeem  to  part, 
Keep  frequent  in  my  eye,  as  always  at  my  heart. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE        III. 

Before  the  houfe  of  the  GOODS. 
Enter  DOROTHY  GOOD,  JACK  GOOD,  and  GRACE  GOOD. 

DORO.  Take  heed  my  fon  !  ambition  is  a  fnare, 
Twitted  by  danger  ^  (hame,  and  care 

Let 
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Let  not  falfe  hopes  thy  youthful  fancy  cheat  j 
CONTENT  is  happy  —  GOOD  is  great. 

AIR    V. 

TVDE,  "  If  all  the  fair  maid*." 

I. 

Ambition  lik  Jack-o'-the-Lanthorn  bewitches  ; 

Ambition  like  Jack-o'-the  Lanthorn  bewitches  ; 
And  leads:  you  benighted  through  dirt  and  through 
ditches.  Pol  de  dol,  &c. 


Your  griping  for  gold,  a  beggarly  itch  is  j 
Your  griping  for  gold,  a  beggarly  itch  is  j 
And  virtue,  tho'  humble,  looks  down  upon  riches. 

Dolde  dol,  &c, 

III. 

•^ 

Your  great  men,   and  ftatefmen,  the  higher  their 

pitch  is, 
Your  great  men,  and  ftatefmen,  the  higher  their 

pitch  is, 

By  climbing  the  broader,  but  fhew  us  their  breeches. 

Dol  de  dol,  &c. 

JACK,  Mother*  with  thee  I  could  forever  live; 
I  go  not  to  gain  happinefs,  but  give, 
Ordain'd  the  inftrument  of  Heaven's  high  will, 
Afiur'd,  I  go,  its  purpofe  to  fulfil  ; 
The  means  I  trufl  to  that  Almighty  hand, 
Which  leads  me  on  to  free  my  native  land. 

DORO. 
:.t  ic  sajj  b!v  ii£  »  ^ 
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Doro.  Alas,  alas!  where.  GIANT  powers  affail? 
What  can  an  arm  fo  young  as  thine  avail  ? 
JAC  K.  Fear  them  not,  mother,  —  bulk  gives  place  tq 

art  ; 

And  ftrength  to  wifdom,  and  a  valiant  heart. 
DORO.  Well,  well,  my  fon,  I  will  not  fay  thee 

nay; 

Whene'er  thy  country  bids,  thou  muft  away  ; 
Wait  but  awhile,  fmce  things  are  pad  redreffing, 
Till  I  return  and  give  my  child  his  blefling. 

[Exit  DORO. 
GRACE.  Will  you  then  go,  regardlefs  of  pur 

pain! 
Alas,  is  every  warning  then,  in  vain  I 

AIR    VI. 

TUNE,  "  Dole  and  woe  fa  our  Cat* 
1. 

How  often  our  Mother  has  told, 
And  fure  me  is  wonderous  wife  ! 
In-  cities,  that  all  you  behold, 
Is  a  fair,  but  a  faithlefs  difguife  : 
That  the  modes  of  a  court  education, 
Are  train-pits,  and  traitors  to  youth  ; 
And  the  only  fine  language  in  fafhion, 
A  tongue  that  is  foreign  to  truth. 


Where  Honor  is  barely  an  oath  ; 
Where  knaves  are  with  noblemen  clafs'd  ; 
Where  nature's  a  flranger  to  both  ; 
And  love  an  old  tale  of  times  paft 
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XVhere  laughter  no  pleafure  difpenfes, 
Where  fmiles  are  the  envoys  of  art  ; 
Where  joy  lightly  fwims  on  the  fenfes, 
But  never  can  enter  the  heart. 

III. 

Where  hopes  and  kind  hugs  are  trepannersj 
Where  Virtue's  divorc'd  from  fuccefs  ; 
Where  cringing  goes  current  for  manners, 
And  worth  is  no  deeper  than  drefs. 
Where  Favour  creeps  lamely,  on  crutches  j 
Where  Friendfhip  is  nothing  but  face  j 
And  the  title  of  Duke,  or  of  Duchefs, 
Is  all  that  entitles  to  Grace. 

JACK.  My  fweeteft  filler  !  whatfoe'er  befals, 
Thy  Jack  mufl  follow,  where  his  country  calls. 

•rVlS  "U:.  '  >'  *»&&  TOO  19*  O  / 

A  I  R     VII. 

TUNE,  "  Lochaber." 


JACK:.  Farewel  to  my  GRACEY,  my  GaACEvfo 

fweet, 

How  painful  to  part  !  —  but  again  we  fhall  meet. 
Thy  JACK,  he  will  languifh,  and  long  for  the  day, 
That  (hall  kifs  the  dear  tears  of  his  filler  away. 
Tho*  Honour,  in  groves  of  tall  laurel,  fhould  grow; 
And  fortune,  in  tides,  fhould  eternally  flow  ; 
Nor  Honour,  nor  Fortune  thy  JACK  fhall  detain, 

But  he'll  come  to  his  GRACEY,  his  Sifter  again. 

:  !>7£>flr: 

H. 
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II. 

•"'.'"• '  ••  ' 

Again,  at  our  door,  in  the  morning  of  fpring, 
To  fee  the  fun  rife,  and  hear  Gold-finches  fmg  ; 
To  roufe  our  companions,  and  maids  of  the  May, 
In  copfes  to  gambol,  in  meadows  to  play. 
Or,  atQueftions  andForfeits,  allrang'd  on  thegrafs: 
Or  to  gather  frelh  chaplets,  each  Lad  for  his  Lafs ; 
To  fing,  and  to  dance,  and  to  fport  on  the  plain, 
Thy  JACK  fhall  return  to  his  GRACEY  again. 


Or  alone,  in  his  GRACEY'S  fweet  company  blefl, 
To  feed  the  young  Robins  that  chirp  on  the  nefl; 
To  help  at  her  med'cines,  and  herbs  for  the  poor, 
And  welcome  the  flranger  that  flops  at  the  door. 
At  night,  o'er  our  fire,  and  a  cup  of  clear  ale, 
To  hear  the  town-niews,  and  the  Traveller's  tale  ; 
To  finile  away  life,  till  our  heads  they  grow  hoar, 
And  part  from  my  fheep,and  my  GRACEY  no  more. 

SCENE     IV. 

,  U1.-4  iJ&J*  ^  ?(  >•*'>  *  ?-*  •{"*.  Ql  »3  *T.J  iC*J     .~d  J  A  ^ 

Enter  DOROTHY  GOOD,  with  aCafket. 

DORO.  Take  this  my  fon. — Within  this  narrow 

cheft, 

Lies  the  bell  wealth,  that  ever  man  poffefl : 
By  your  own  anceflors  the  prize  was  won, 
And  handed  down,  improv'd,  from  fire  to  fon. 
It  is,  my  child,  a  flrange  and  precious  ftore  ; 
The  more  imparted,  'twill  encreafe  the  more  : 

A  ftore. 
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A  ftore,  my  fon,  that  thousands  will  admire, 
Yet  none  will  envy,  and  but  few  defire. 

JACK.  Thanks,  thanks,  the  rifmg  tear  begins  to 

flow, 

My  heart  grows  heavy,  and  my  fteps  move  flow  j 
My  mother  dear—  rmy  fitter  fair  —  to  you 
Farewell  at  once.—  Adieu. 

DOR.   Adieu  ! 

GRA^E.  Adieu  ! 

[  Exit  JACK, 

A  I  R     VIU, 

TUNE,  " 


I. 

GRACE.  O  now  be  has  left  me,  what  care  fliall 

employ, 

What  objed  afford  me  the  fhadow  of  joy  ? 
To  a  heart  fo  o'erladen,  all  Sorrows  are  meet  ; 

Misfortune  is  welcome,  and  mourning  is  fweet  ! 

k 

P? 

Away,  ye  companions  of  daily  delight, 
And  pafHmes  that  gently  could  fteal  OH  the  night 
Away,  ye  fond  fports  of  |he  wake,  and  the  fair  ! 
Your  pleafures  are  vani.fh'd  —  no  brother  is  there  ! 

•  ^\    n^  -,fv 
III, 

Of  the  Ball,  and  the  Hurling,  the  Dance,  and 

the  Race, 
His  fkill  was  the  victor,  his  perfon  the  grace  : 

G  The 
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The  Maidens   throng'd  round  him,  delighted  to 

fee, 
ifli'd  they  had  all  been  his  fitters,  like  me. 


Thus>  every  dear  fcene  of  my  former  delight, 
To  my  mind  will  recal  him,  but  not  to  my  fight  ; 
The  trees  will  all  droop»  and  the  meadows  look 

lone  $ 
all  fay^poor  maid  •!  thy  Companion  is  gone  f 


DOR.  Come,  come,  my  Girl,  this  frijitlefs  forrow 

ceafe, 
JLet  hope  and  virtue  give  thybofom  peace. 


T^NE,  "  Gnaa  Weil." 


--wobfifft  ^ni  3m  blr^is  &?[?!>'> 

Contend,  and  affli^ionf  ftc^riri, 
Am4  flwik^  the  frail  ftafce  ipf  tfoe  Jiumaa  form  ;  ^FM 
If  virtu.e'  the  bafe  of  our  pile  fuftain, 
Affliwlions  (hall  rage  and^  aflault  in  yain, 

II 

The  path  for  the  fleps  of  all  mortals  made, 

Is  ftraply  to  follow,  where  TRUTH  (hall  lead  : 
Nor  thou  from  its  f€6titude  turn  afide  ; 
The  reft,  let  hereafter,  and  heaven  provide. 

[Exeunt, 

ninziH  nrfij  brrn  fffi>H.  ".flitO 
EKD  OF  r,,r  F..ST  Acrsdi 
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ACT      IL 

•SCENE      trarfn 
cgi'iid  u*x 

A    LAWN. 

The  Princefs  JUSTICE,  feated  as  Queen  of  May, 
and  crown'd  with  flowers  j  her  ballance  and  fword 
in  either  hand.  Shepherds  and  Shephefddfes 
advance  on  each  fide,  ftrewing  flowers 

T^REPARE,  and  where  our  Queen 

iftSHE?.     " 


All  nature's  flow*ry  carpet  fpread  f 

•  SHE  P.  Panfy,  and  Rofe,  and  Afphotel* 

Daughters  of  every  dale  and  dell* 

Not  the  forc'd  growth  of  garden  plots, 

Of  reeking  beds,  and  artful  knots  ; 

But  fuch  as  willing  fweetnefs  yield, 

Flowers  of  the  fpontaneous  field.     /^ 

ift  SHEP.  JUSTICE,  faired Queen^  advance! 

Lead  the  happy  hours  m  dance  j; 

In  thy  fcales  our  feafons  weigh, 

And  make  our  every  month  a  May  I- 

L*£!r:b  "'  'v;<ii:i    '  iin.yij,,:]  y'ilvr>  felihrll' 

JusfjcF.  advanced,  while'aShepKerd  and  Shepnerdefs  £ng  on  either 

hand.  * 
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AIR    X. 

TUNE,  "  I  have  fix  pence  under  my  thumb.' 


How  fweet  the  gofliping  birds  tbaf  fing  I 
How  fweet  the  treafure  the  zephyrs  bring, 
Light  wafted  on  each  odoriferous  wing 
That  winnows  the  bread  of  flowery  fpring  1 

II. 

How  fweet  the  fliowers  with  balm  replete  I 
The  fawns  that  frolic,  and  lambs  that  bleat  I 
But  O  !  above  all,  though  all  mould  meet, 
Our  JUSTICE,  our  Queen  of  fweets  is  fweet ! 

JUSTICE.     Thanks,  gentle  friends  !— -enjey  your 
Chappy  (late 

r     »  r 

More  truly  bleft,  than  all  the  world  (Hies  great ; 
For  what's  the  pomp  of  Courts,  but  irkfome  din  r 
Without  all  glitter,  but  all  gloom  within  : 
Their  broadeft  pride,  but  folly  more  difplay'd; 
Their  ftate  but  guilt,  on  care  prefs'd  purple  lard, 
*Tis  here  that  Nature  to  trueblifs  invites, 
Andfweetens  toil,  beyond  all  town  delights; 
In  ev'ry  rural  ftream  pure  pleafure  flows, 
Buds  in  the  trees,  and  in  the  bloflbm  glows  ; 
Thrills  ev'ry  fenfe,  and,  more  than  fenfe  refin'd, 
Enters  in  peace*  and  finks  upon  the  mind. 

AIR 
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AIR    XI. 

TUNE,  "  To  you  fair  Ladies  now  on  land." 

n    >    *W!      K    A 
I. 

JUSTICE.  The  world,  a  faithlefs  ocean,  toft 

By  paflion's  ftormy  wind, 
Is  fpread  with  fpoils  of  thoufands  loft, 

The  wreck  of  human  kind  \ 
Where  all  the  freight  their  veflels  bear, 
Is  but  a  wilful  weight  of  care^ 

II. 

For  what  can  REASON'S  feeble  hand, 

Before  the  helm  perform, 
Where  he  can  fpy  nor  port,  nor  land, 

To  fcape  from  ftrefs,  or  ftorm— 
Where  Hope,  amid  the  raging  main, 
Her  anchor  cafts, — but  cafts  in  vain  ? 

Dol  lol,  &c, 

III. 

O  turn,  mifguided  wights ! — return 

To  us,  who  fmile  on  more  ! 
To  us,  who,  yet,  your  errors  mourn, 

Your  fafety  who  implore  ! 
Your  forfeit  peace  with  us  renew, 
Who  fhed  no  tears— except  for  yoQ. 

Dol  lol,  &c. 

JUSTICE. 
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JUSTICE.  The  buftling  world  a  deal  of  wifdom 

vaunts ; 

Yet  few  their  wifhes  know,— and  none  their  wants ; 
And,  left  thofe  wants,  or  wifhes  fhould  abate, 
Invention  labours  hard,  new  wants  and  wifhes  to 
create*  >  *r 

.  bljivv  -/tii  to  £  ,"V&>4R£q  ,f[ 
A  I  R     XII. 

TUNE,  "  Twang  dillo  dee.'* 

L 

JUSTICE.  But  we  to  NATURE  who  adhere,  nor  far 
ther  blifs  require, 

To  lop  the  root  of  all  our  care>  we  lop  each  vain 
defire* 

IL 

We  alk  no  Cynic  law^  nor   faw*  nor  fcfolts  of 

"bearded  men  5 
For  Nature's  the  riioft  learned  book  that  Innocence 

can  ken. 

HL 

To  baffle  want,  and  fweeten  toil*  from  debt  and 

danger  free  ; 
We  learn  inftru&ion  from  the  Ant,  and  the  induf- 

trious  Bee. 

IV. 

From  Dogs  we  learn  unfailing  faith,  affe&ion  front 

the  Dove  ; 
And  fromtheHen,  whoguards  her  Chick,  aParent's 

circling  love*  V. 
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V. 

And  lad,  we,  to  all  bounteous  Heaven,  our  daily 

tribute  yield  ; 

Taught  by  the  fragrant  incenfe  breath' d  from  every 
grateful  field. 

JUSTICE.  Now,  every  Maid,  to  every  Lover  dear, 
And  every  Lover,  kind  and  true, — draw  near ! 
Behold  this  beam  your  future  fates  decide, 
And  poize,  in  equal  fcale,  the  Groom  a$d  Bride- 

Your  Favours,  come — here,  Will  and  Nan,  you  fee, 

[Weighs. 

In  Gifts  and  Graces,  to  a  hair  agree. 
Hodge,  here,  is  old,  but  wife; — >and  Nell,  his  Bride, 
Young,  fair,  and  vain,  and  greatly  wants  a  guide  ; 
The  beam  obferve,  hangs  fair — 
Did  fortune  weigh,  Hob's  favours  would  prevail, 
But  Doll,  by  Nature  rick,  makes  light  her  Lover's 

fate.' 

Her  choice  is  free.  — 

Moll  is  crofs  fhap'd,  and  Tom  a  comely  youth; 
But  Moll  is  beautify 'd  by  Love,  and  Truth  ! 
Thomas,  difcern,  and  well  refpeft  your  Bride  j 

The  beam,  you  fee,  turns  wholly  to  her  fide- 

/  j  j        • 

Happy  couples  !  hand  in  hand 
Bind  the  foft,  the  facred  band ! 
Be  the  .flame  as  chafte,  as  bright, 
That  {hall  your  nuptial  taper  light ; 
And  may  each  fun's  returning  ray, 
Awake  you  to  a  joyful  Jay  ! 

AIR 
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A  I  R     XIII. 

TVNE,  «  Ye  Commons  and  Peers.'* 

*.:/,.'•  '$bkirrttidti3 

nVb'rf?*yr.r  *• 

JULTICE.  The  time  to  beguile, 
Now  liften  a  while. 
Ana  III  Ihew  you  an  excellent  plot ; 

How  Hufband  and  Wife, 
™     ,   ,  „.      f  1If 

Thro  the  crones  or  lite, 

•';"?•?  :'  i       :\VI*M 

May  be  held  by  the  true-lover'*  knot. 

21  .      .nuo1     .  life  f 

'^>V"J. 

As  mortals  are  frail, 

Let  indulgence  prevail, 
And  all  mutual  infirmities  blot ; 

Let  the  Hufband  but  own 

His  Wife  errs  not  alone, 
And  I'll  vouch  for  the  true-lover's  knot. 


to.I-1 


lUf 

My  Dolly  fo  bright, 

Should  your  Hob,  overnight, 
Be  furprized  by  his  pipe,  or  his  pQt  j    fetta 

Let  him  fleep  his,  dofe  out, 

Nor,  by  fcolding  or  pout, 
Strive  to  loofen  the  true-lover's  knot. 

IV. 

••  ^   v^fi  •  i  '\    '  "  *s   ^  fi"t   TO'*  *r    ^L*'$Jf*i. 

When  your  Wives  they  grow  grey, 
And  their  graces  decay, 

Of  all  mortal  beauty  the  lot ; 

Remember 
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Remember  their  youth, 
And,  by  friendfhip,  and  truth, 
Make  eternal  the  true-lover's  knot. 

A  Shepherd  enters  in  bade. 

SHEP.  Fly,  Princefs,  fly  ! 
*«  The  GIANTS  come,"  is  all  the  cry  t 
They  fpare  nor  fex  nor  age  ; 
Fire,  fword,  and  luft  throughout  the  country  rage  f 
JUSTICE.  Fear  not,  my  friends,  but  ftraight  releafa 
This  dreadful  weapon  from  its  cafe* 

[Shep.  attempts  to  draw  it, 

Alas  !  your  trembling  hands  declare  your  frigjit ! 
To  draw  that  blac}e, 
With  terror  and  with  truth  inlaid,; 
Demands  a  fteady  arm,  a  heart  uptight ! 

SHEP.  They  come !  they  come  !r*-I  hear  the  cry! 

Fly,  fly  !_ 
[They  throw  down  the  fword,  and  all  run  out  but  JumCE. 

SCENE    !L 

The  three  GIANTS  enter,  attended  by  Lo^ds,  Ladles,  $cc, 

GALLIC.  Our  prize  is  here !— (he's  found ! ,  4tt*& 

found! 

Bow  down,  my  Brothers,  to  the  ground, 
To  JUSTICE  fair,  with  me,  your  homage  pay  5 
And  worfhip— though  you  can't  obey. 


D 
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JUSTICE.  My  Lord,  your  captive  fcorns  this  far* 

vileftew,  nistikin 

From  one,  throughout  eternity,  her  foe. 

:2%>a3  A        [They  rife. 

GALLIC.  Ha  !  there  I  ween,  our  fecond  prize, 
The  fubjeft  of  our  father  Y  terror  lies ! 

•*     f     '      _,  w      -**\      4T* 

Unsafe  that  Wade,  my  brother  WRONG, 

For,  though  thy  intellect  be  weak,  thine  arm,I  know, 

isftrong. 
"'  BLUND.  It  will  not  yield  !— in  vain  I  try  ! 

*  *^  r      *  |  •*  I  * 

.  GALLIC.  Let  VIOLENCE  his  force  apply, 
RUM.  Nor  I. 
GALLIC.  Give  me  the  fword !  to  POWER,  I  knew, 

T»L         •    i.,.      t  n       i  j        i  /;i'*    J  '"*1  *?''' 

The  mighty  talk  alone  was  aue  ! 

RUM.  Nor  you! 
a    GALLIC.  Plha!  'tis  a  paltry  wooden  toy, 

[Throws  away  the  fword,  JUSTICE  takes  It  up. 
Glew'd  to  the  iheath,  to  grace  fome'boy. 
Such  bawbles  can't  our  courage  awe  ; 
For,  what  this  arm  has  fail'd  to  force,  no  arm  on 

earth  can. draw. 

My  brothers,  bear  the  captive  of  my  power, 
With  all  refpeft,  to  our  enchanted  Tower ; 
And  let  fuch  due  attendance  on  her  wait, 
As  beft  becomes  our  honour,  and  her  ftate. 

[Exeurit  RUMB;  and  BLUN.  with  JUSTICE 
Thus  far  fuccefs  our  conquering  arms  has  crown'd 
And  our  bold  brows  with  fragrant  laurels  bound  ! 
Like  Gods  we've  pafs'd  o'er  every  flop,  and  (lay, 
*That  Law  could  raife,  or  peevifh  Patriots  lay ; 

O'erturn'd 
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O'erturn'd  their  moralizing  mounds,  by  might  ; 
And  prov'd,  to  POWER,  that  every  road  is  right. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE,.  III. 
A    W  O  O  D. 

BEGGARS  advance. 

i  ft  BEG.  Bold  ROBIN  HOOD  in  the  Green-wood 

flood, 

Hye  derry,  derry  down, 
Under  the  Green-wood  tree  ; 

/Tidings  there  came  to  him  with  fpeed,  oy  ' 

Tidings  of  certainty  ;  —  hye  down,  hye  derry,  &c. 
lie  3d.  BEG.  Pray  you,  this  ROBIN  HOOD,  of  whom  , 

you  fmg  ; 
Was  he,  m^y  hap,  a  Beggar,  or  a  King  ? 

i  ft  BEG.  Both,  both  ;  for,  like  a  gallant  Prince, 
..,  my  Brothers, 

He  liv'd,  but  by  the  toil,  and  fpoil  of  others  : 

PAnd,  from  tne  King  moft  chriftian,  to  the  Turk, 
AH  men  are,  beggars,  mark,  who  "will  not  work. 
•••-  ^5 

A  I  R    XV. 

'''•/-"-     .  -   ' 

TUNE,  "  A  begging  we  will  go/* 

i. 

'  -.          rf 

jft  BEG.  However  fomc  in  Coaches,  on  Barro\ 
fome  may  beer  ; 

:   '    R3  :W 


v 
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?fjs  want  that  makes  the  Mendicant,  and  not  the 
wooden  leg. 
Vf  hen  a  begging  they  dp  go,  &<v 

IV 

*TJs  thus,  by  greater  poverty,  that  Npbles  grow  re« 

nown'd  ; 
For  where  we  want  a  penny,  friend.  State  Beggary 

want  a  pound. 

And  a  begging  jthey  do  go,  &c. 

•  «VTf'jb-3vH"' 
TTT 
"*•  -'  ^dl  ti}bidf 

Your  Courtier  begs  for  Honour—  ^and  that's  a  want 

indeed  ! 
A^ntany  fhould  forHone%,bu|  will  not  ^wn  their 

need, 

When  a  begging  they  jhould  go,  &c, 
tDnh^[  -  .      ;&  .v^h"'ih 

IV.      ^T3tBcnSryffr 

Your  Vizier  begs  for  fubfidies,  yoiit  Pit  ty-m^  for 

place  > 
Ifour  CHurcK-triah,  for  a  bejiefice  •,-—  biit  riot  a  m^i\ 

for  Grace,  ;  A 

When  a  begging  they  do  go,  &c. 


V 

\Thu5  all,  from  Rome  to  London,  are  of  the  begging 
train; 

arity—  mint  looktobeg  in  vain, 
a  begging  we  do  go,  8cc 
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SCENE    IV. 

Enter  JACK. 

JACK.  Be  merry,  friends!  —  what  foreft  is  this  feme? 
*  ft  BEG,  Your  honour's  charity  !  —  poor,  blind,  and 

lame! 
JACK.  For  eyes  and  limbs,  they  are  not  mine  to 

give  \ 
But  what  I  can  is  your'fr  \—  here,  eatand  live. 

[Gives  money. 

J?r  ay  -what  may  your  dependafice  be,  my  brothers? 
lit  BEG.  The  grace  and  the  abundance,  Sir,  of 

V  I 

*'•'•  !  v-7'J°thers'  ,/i 

JACK.  How  fmall  the  income  of  your  large  eftate! 

The  grace  i«  little  j  the  abundance  great  ! 
AIR    XV. 


TUNE,  «  Fie,  let  us  awa  to  the  Wedding 

JACK.  Yet  many,  when  Beggars  are  preflingt 
Of  bounty  are  nothing  loth  ; 
The  Biihop  will  give  you  —  his  bleffing  ; 
The  Officer  give  you—  his  oath; 
Of  his  promife,  to  be  a  free  donor, 
The  Courtier  is  little  nice  ; 
And  Great-ones  will  give  you—  their  Honour  ! 
For  thefe  are  of  little  price. 

SCEN 

•i*>A? 
*  «•  . 

ir 
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SCENE    V. 

••v    ,  *   -•-  •  t^i 

Enter  SHEPHERDS  and  SHEPHERDESSES  in  a  train,  they  all  knee! 
to  JACK. 

i  ft  SHEP.  O  Champion  !  take  us  to  thy  care! 
Of  honour'd  Anceftors  thou  honour'd  Heir! 
Upon  thy  counfel,  or  thine  arm,  we  call ; 
And  at  thy  feet, full  low,  thine  humble  fuppliantsfall ! 

JACK.  Alas,  my  friend!  what  ill  hath  chanced?— 

reply ! 
And  quick  as  thought  to  your  redrefs  I  fly. 

i  ft  SHEP.  The  Giants !  O,  the  Giants !  they 
Have  feiz'd,  fecur'd,  and  borne  away 
Our  Lady  JUSTICE,  Queen  of  Men  and  May  ! 

JACK.  Truft  me,  if  found  me  be, 
Your  Jack  will  perifh  or  will  fet  her  free  ! 

[  SHEPHERDS  rife. 

i  ft  SHEP.  Then,  bleft  once  more,  beneath  our 

Lady's  eye*  •"••'/£  t* 
We  fhall  in  pieafure  Hve,  and  learn  in  peace  to  die  ! 

CHIEF  BEG.  And  it  would  be  fo  curious  then  to 

:  'f^f/ooHftT" 

•    view.  —  x/£,/.3v^  •I*r//.q6ffii«.e^- 

A  turn  in  things,  fo  very  ftrange  and  hew.        , 

*•' "   .  *•*     ci   *-*-"1^^  21i  1 

AIR     XVI.  <tfnoiq  glrf  -jn 


TUNE,  "  A  Cobler  there  was.'*  G-to;O  £ 

i. 


JACK.  You  yet  may  behold  the  furprize  of  the 

town, 
To  fee  truth  elated,  diflionour  pull'd  down  ; 

All 
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All  tricks,  low  and  littk,  defpis'dby  the  Great, 
And  Honefty  fix'd  for  a  maxim  of  State  ! 

Deny  down,  &c. 


To  fee  our  lac'd  Lordlings  deferving  of  truft  ; 
Our  Clergymen  pious,  our  Juftices  juft  ; 
Our  Court  Ladies  blufh;  and  our  thing  of  a  Beau, 
A  fomething,  befide  a  mere  nothing  but  (hew. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

III. 

To  fee  worth  and  talents  to  office  preferred  ; 
The  Virtuous  rewarded  ;  the  Viciaus  deterr'd  ; 
And  the  ftreams  of  polution,  where  people  refort, 
New  fed  from  the  clarify'd  fprings  of  our  Court. 

Derry  down,  See. 

IV.  ^ 

To  fee  Freedom  loyal  ;  Elections  unbrib'd  ; 
All  Faclion  exii'd,  and  C  orruption  profcrib'd  : 
Pure  Nature  exalted  o'er  mafking  and  art  ; 
And  Dominion  poflefsM  of  it's  feat  in  the  heart. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

V. 

To  fee  Mirth,  with  Innocence,  walking  the  land  j 
And  Probity  taking  Free-trade  by  the  hand  ; 
And  the  Courts  of  our  Law  from  iniquity  clear, 
O  then,  what  a  rare  revolution  were  here! 

Derry  down,  fee* 
Chorus.     And  the  Courts,  &c. 

[Excuot. 
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SCENE    VI, 
THE  ENCHANTED  TOWER. 

Enter  JUSTICE,  and  a  Female  Attendant. 

JUSTICE.  To  be  thus  us'd  ! 
AT  TEH.  Take  patience  to  you,  Madam  ! 
JUSTICE.  Shut  up  from  every  Son  of  Father  Adam! 

A  I  R    XVII.  u&* 

:  "SL    ' 

TUNE  "  Chevy  Chace 

But  fince  by  mortals  'tis  confeft, 

The  (hafts  of  Fate  muft  fall ; 
I'll  take  firm  Patience  to  my  breaft. 

And  fmilej  fecure  of  alL 

S  C  E  N  E    VII. 

i     '.'       *  • ._.  v . !•    •'*! *r- «?  < 

Enter  JACK* 

JACK.  Ha  !  do  I  travel,  then,  on  fairy  ground  ! 
By  what  enchantment  are  my  footfteps  bound  ! 
What  magic's  this,  that,  with  refiftlefs  art, 
Thro*  every  fenfe,  arrefts  my  yielding  heart  t 
A  I  R     XVIII. 

'"•'7/1'  •  •   •  • 

TUNI,  "  Delia,  byArne/> 

JACK.  O  form'd  of  harmony  and  light! 
Too  bright  for  fenfe  to  bear  ! 
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Art  thou  to  feeling  as  to  fight  ? 
Eflential  as  thou'rt  fair  ? 


If  fome  illufion  from  the  ikies, 

In  pity  yet  delay  ; 

Nor  melt,  fweet  objeft,  from  my  eyes. 

In  fleeting  air  away  ! 

JUSTICE.  Say  then,  for  joy,  and  wonder  hold  rrie 

dumb! 
Who,  whence,  and  how,  and  wherefore  art  thou 

come? 

Speak,  art  thou  of  an  earthly  mother  born  ? — 
Or,  as  I  fear,  fome  vifion  of  the  morn ! 
Ah  me !  thou  tread'il  upon  a  fearful  ground ; 
Five  dreadful  Dragons  guard  this  pile  around ! 
FRAUD,  FAVOUR,  OFFICE,  INTEREST,  and  LAW, 
Lords  of  the  pafs,  and  keep  the  world  in  awe ! 
Me,  tho*  a  Princefs,  here  their  powers  confine! 
JUSTICE  my  name,  and  my  defcent  divine. 

JACK,  And  art  thou,  then,  that  Goddefs  of  the 

land, 

Whofe  abfence  many  weep,  whofe  prefence  all  de 
mand  ? 
JUSTICE.  Even  ihe,  who,  from  her  feat  by  Giants 

torn, 

Too  late,  her  country,  and  her  kindred  mourn. 
JACK.  Thee  have  I  fought,  thro*  many  a  weary 

way 
Thro'  many  a  darkfome  night,  and  toilfome  day ; 

E  To 
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To  find,  to  free,  to  lift,  thy  (late  on  high  ; 
Thou  my  fworn  Lady,  thy  fworn  Champion  I, 
JUSTICE.  Say  then,  for  I  am  loft  twix't  joy  and 

fear, 

Who,  and  by  what  flrange  wonder,  art  thou  here  ? 
JAGK.  A    Briton  by  defcent;    JOHN   GOOD  my 

name; 

Unknown  to  Camps,  or  Courts,  and  new  to  fame. 
JUSTICE.  To  charm  the  Dragons,  fay,  who  taught 

the  art  ? 

JACK.  A  guiMefs  confcience,  and  a  valiant  heart. 
JUSTICE.  Ah  I— 
JACK.  What  alarms  my  Pfincefs  ? 
JUSTICE.  Oh,  beware  f 

The  GIANTS  are  approaching  !  —  'look  you  there  ! 
JACK:.  Fear  not,  but  mark  what  a  true  knight  car* 

do 
Whofe  powers  and  prowefs  are  infpir'd  by  you  ! 

JUSTICE.  Away  !  away  !  —  on  that  allegiance  go, 
Which  all  Knights  errant  to  their  Ladies  owe  ! 
Againft  fuch  odds  no  Valour  could  prevail, 
And  counfel  yet  may  aid,  where  force  would  fail. 

[  Exeunt, 
If  $  tor, 

9  C  E  N  E    VIII.   |  ^ 

The  three  GIANTS  enter. 


RUMB.  Be  fore,  my  honoured  Lord,  tho*.  now 
you  ftaad 

The 
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The  firft  in  power,  and  overlook  the  land  : 
Envy  forecafts  your  fall,  in  many  a  bread  ; 
Andfome  ftill  dare  to  be  your  foes  profeft. 

GALLIC.  It  matters  not  ;  let  impotence  repine  I 
Mine  is  a  claim,  beyond  the  royal  line  : 
By  their  own  appetites,  the  crowd  I  fway* 
And  where  Vice  rules.  Corruption  mud  obey.  —  :  — 
Saw  you  the  Princefs  JUSTICE,  as  I  bid? 


BLUN.  My  honour'd  Brother,  and  true  Lord,  I  did, 
But,  fuch  a  fudden  fit  potted  her  Grace, 
I  fcarce  durft  look  her  Highnefs  in  the  face  1 
She,  at  your  meflage,  turn'd  all  fiery  red, 
And  hurFd  your  princely  prefent  at  my  head  ! 

GALLIC.  That,    truely    favour'd    fomething    of 

unkind  ! 

She  has,  'tis  like,  fome  Lover  in  the  wind  : 
Some  favour'd  Knight,  to  wait  within  her  call  ; 
Haply,  to  plot  her  freedom,  and  our  fall. 
Watch  thou  at  hand,  and  if  it  fhall  appear 
That  fuch  a  foe  hath  found  flrange  entrance  here  ; 
Give  him  this  WRIT,  that,  by  fupremc  command, 
Requires  he  inftantly  abjure  the  land. 

': 


T»  XT  f  U    a 

BLUN.  Now,  and  for  ever,  to  my  belt, 
I  fhall  perform  your  high  beheft. 

[Exit  BLUNDER. 
GALLIC.  To-day  I  fhall  apply  my  utmoft  fkill, 

To  bend  this  haughty  Princefs  to  my  will  : 

[To  Rumbc 
But,  fhould  I  fail,  mark  thou, 

Se 
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Seize  her,  this  night,  in  all  her  tears,  and  charms, 
And  bear  the  ftruggling  Beauty  to  my  arms ! 

RUM.  I  live  the  (lave  of  your  requeft! 
Your  will  is  done,  when  once  expreft. 

GALLIC.  Meanwhile,  affurne  thy  province  ftraight, 

And  gather  in  the  taxes  of  the  State : 

[  oivcs  a  paptr. 

It  is  a  voluntary  lift,  you  fee ; 
Expectants  all,  and  what  they  grant  is  free. 
Take  thou  their  offerings, 'with  becoming  Grace, 
And  give,  to  each,  in;  lieu,  t|ie  prbmife  of  a  place. 
Hope  is  the  food  on  which 'expectants  live  ; 
'Tis  alfo  all-^-we  ever  raean  to  give. 

[  RUM.  bows  ande^it. 

GALLIC.  JUSTICE  !— bright  Goddefs !  from  thy 
fphere,  ^ 

Behold  who  waits,  thine  fumble  fuppliant,  here  ! 

[  Knocking  at  the  Tower  • 

JUSTICE.  For  whaj:  would   my   imperial  Mafler 

iue?:: 
With  JUSTICE,  what  has  ill  got  POWER  to  do  ? 

GALLIC.  Refdrm'd,  to  JUSTICE  fair  I  bow ; 
No  more  her  Sovereign,  but  her  Subject  now* 
Come  tafle  the  bleffings  that  await 
The  empire  of  the  Great. 

JUSTICE,  There  is  artate  I  wifhto  gain. — 

GALLIC.  O,  fpeak  it,  and  at  once  obtain  ! 

JUSTICE.  Procure  the  VIRTUES  for  my  Train, 

GALLIC.  No  fuch  Stern  Monitors  we  own, 

•.    "•       1        *  ^ 

Fo?s  to  the  pleafures  of  a  throne  ! 

Far 
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Far  other  friends  our  thoughts  employ, 

Sons  and  daughters,  all,  of  Joy  ; 

Where  laughter,  young  frolick,  and  paftime  invite, 

To  fwim  down  the  flream  of  redundant  delight. 

AIR    XIX. 
TUNE,  "  Two  Goffips  they  luckily  met.^ 

I. 

The  Indies  thy  Toilet  fhall  grac£ ; 
For  thee  fhall  earth,  ocean,  and  air, 

From  the  gin,  and  the  net,  and  the  chacea 
Each  coftly  collation  prepare. 

II. 

All  feafons  their  fweets  fhall  difpenfe, 
And  a  round  of  Jong  happinefs  roll ; 

And  blifs,  through  the  gates  of  each  fenfe^ 
Shall  enter,  and  mix  with  thy  foul, 

m, 

Fair  Phoebe  fhall  light  up  her  horn^ 
To  watch  the  repofe  of  thy  charms  ; 

And  each  blulhing  and  rapturous  morn 
Shall  find  thee  reclin'd  in  my  arms. 

JUSTICE.  Hence   Wretch  I—^nor   dare  to  violate 

mine  ear, 
With  what  t'were  death  to  be,  and  almofl  death  to 

hear. 
GALLIC.  Proud  Maid !  in  vain  my  fuit  thou  dofl 

•$£  $  decline  ; 

In 
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In  fpight  of  earth,  and  Heaven  itfelf,— thou'rt  mine- 

Elaps'd  is  thine  indulgent  hour  ; 

And,  fmce  thou  will  not  {hare  my  grace,  be  taught  tq 

dread  my  power  I 
JUSTICE.  Away!— I  fear,    not  any  wrongs  from 

you  ! 
The  wrongs  I  fear  are  thofe  I  fear*  to  do, 

GALUG.  Beware  when  next  we  meet !— adieu. 

Exit  GAL. 

RECITATIVE. 
JUSTICE.  The  coaft  is  clear,. 
No  GiAjrrsnear; 

Go,  love  and  whifper  in  my  Champion's  ear. 
The  coaft  is  clear. 

JACK  enters. 

». 

JUSTICE.  Approach,  rny  Knight: — I  had  forgot 

to  tell— 
Who  knows  but  all,  perhaps,  may  yet  be  well  ! 

She  goes  in  ,and  returns  with  the  fword. 

CouhTfl   thou— -O    could'ft  thou  but   this   weapon^ 

free, 

All  the  world's  GIANT'S  were  but  dwarfs  to  thee ! 
JACK.  When  cradl'd  in  my  infant  fwathe  I  lay, 
Such  feats  as  thefe  I  did  efteem  as  play. 

[  Draws  the  fworcL 

JUSTICE.  *Tis  ou't,  'tis  ou't-r-the  world  is  all  our 

own! 

GOODNESS  ajid  JUSTICE,  now,  (hall  reign  alone  I 
Fly  !  feize  the  mifcreants,  at  their  boards  or  beds, 
And,  in  three  chargers,  bring  me  here  three  threads  I 

JACK. 
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JACK.  Let  not  my  Princefs  be  untimely  warm, 
Nor  feek  to  punifh,  \vhere  flie  may  reform* 
Sleep  thou  in  peace,  until  the  laft  extreme, 

[  Sheathing  the  (word. 

Nor  drive  to  ruin,  'till  we  can't  fedeem. 

JUSTICE.  Ah  JACK!  thy  nobler  precepts  own  I 

mull! 
Though  JUSTICE  is  not  always  kind,  yet  GOODNESS 

ftill  is  juft 

[  Exeuat. 

END   OF    THE   SECOND    ACT. 


A    C    T      III. 
SCENE    L 

GALLIGANTUS  feated  in  a  Chair   of  State,  Lords, 
Ladies,  &:c.   attend  on   either    hand. — He  wave^ 
his  wand,  and  they  all  bow    and  curtfy  to  the 
ground. 

ift  LORD.  My  noble  Lord,  if  I  may  be  fo  bold — 
GALLIC.  No   hurry,   friend : — good   places   can 
keep  cold. 

[  CLERK  enters,  with  bundles  of  Parchments. 

CLERK.  May  heaven  preferve  your  greatnefs  from 

the  vapours ! 
For  here  are  fuch  petitions,  fcrolls  and  papers, 

To 
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To  look  e'm  o'er  no  mortal  eye  is  able ! 

GALLIC.  Then  there's  the  more  "  to  lie  upon  the 
table*" 

SCENE     II» 

JACK  enters,  followed  by  an  Attendant,  with  a  Cafket.  He  falutes 
the  Company.  GALLIGANTUS  then  waves  his  Wand,  and  3arts 
from  the  Chair,  on  perceiving  that  JACK  does  not  bend  before  it. 

GALLIC.  Ha  !  who  art  thou  ?  what  is  thy  name  ? 

JACK.  JoHtt  GOOD. 

GALLIC.  A  family  unheard  of,  fmce  the  Flood ! 
What's  in  that  Caiket  ? 

JACK.  All  exotic  ware, 
A  fhew  befitting  Courtiers,  rich  and  rare. 

AIR    XX. 

TUNE,  "  Who'll  fee  my  Gallantee  Shew." 

JACK.  I'll  firft  prefent  you  a  prime  minifler, 
Free  from  thought  or  action  fmifter ! 
Public  good  his  fquare  and  meafure ; 
Himfelf  his  Country's  truft  and  treafure. 

And  is  not  this  a  fhew  ? 


II.  ^fi 

Here's  Humility  in  high  flation ! 

Dignity  ftript  of  oftentation  ! 

Friendihip 


\ 
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Friendfhip,  here,  outgoes  profeffion  ; 
Here  is  power,  without  oppreflion  ! 

Oh  the  fineft  fhew  ! 

III. 

Who'll  fee  honefty  in  a  Mifer  ? 
Fops,  from  France,  return  the  wifef  ? 
Wealthy  Poets,  and  poor  Receivers  ? 
Lawyers  in  future  rewards  believers  ? 

J 

Oh  the  curious  (hew  { 


. 

IV. 

Here's  dependanee,  without  fertility  ; 
Peers,  to  Virtue  who  owe  Nobility  ; 
Next,  where  Piety  weds  with  Prelacy  : 
But  you  fcarce  will  credit,  till  you  fee, 

Such  a  wond'rous  fhew  ! 

GALLIC.  Sure,  of  all  lying  rafcals   thou'rt  th* 

chief  ! 
The  leaft  of  thefe  out-brazens  all  belief. 

JACK.  Do  but  obferve  this  Cai£--how  free  from 

ftain  • 
How  pure,  though  homely,  and  'how  neat,  though 

plain  ! 
How  beautifully  decenr! 

GALLIC.  Whafa'pbsr! 
Why  I  fee  nothing  but  a  peddling  box"! 

JACK.  This  is  call'd  Modefly,—  a  fimpfe  cafe  :— 
Its  wealth  is  in  its  bofoin,—  not  its  face. 

F  AIR 
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AIR   XXI. 

TITNE,  «  Poddreen  Mare." 

.  W ':*/:  I    .  '.     11 Q 

JACK.  Come  all  you  gay  Gallants,  for  pleafure 

who  proul ! 

Come  all  you  young  Racers,  who  ftrain  for  the  goal ! 
Come  all   you  flout   Wreftlers,  who  drive  on  the 

plain !  v'xy, 
Come  all  you  fond  Merchants,  who  trade  on  the 

main! 

Come  all,  who  expend  your  fhort  candle,  in  quell 
Of  phantoms,  ftill  follow'd,  but  ftill  unpoffeft ! 
In   vain  you  fearch,  wander,  flrain,  flruggle,  and 

fteer ! 

The  Prize  you  all  wreftled,  and  run  for,  lay  here. 
JACK.  Now -all,  whofe  eyes  are  proof  to  living 

fire, 
Approach— behold,  examine,  and  admire! 

[  Opening  the  Cafket. 

GALLIC.  What !  do  you  bam  us  Rogue  ? — be 
ware  your  bones ! 

The  devil  a  thing  I  fee  but  pebble  flones. 
What  fay  you,  Sir  ? 

GENT.  Your  Lordfhip  grows  facetious ! 
Tho*  Pm  no  Chap, — I  own  the  ftones  are  precious. 

JACK.  Your  Bats  and  Buzzards  only  fee  by  night  j 
But  want  of  eyes  is  not  the  want  of  light. 
Obferve  that  thefe  two  gems  are  from  above  ; 
Thefe  two  eternal  brilliants,  TRUTH,  and  LOVE. 

From 
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*»»  '  ft 

From  whofe  bright  chips,  and  polifh,  were  compil'd 
Thefe  living  fparks,  and  thence,  the  VIRTUES  ftilM, 
Once,  joined,  and  vifible  on  Aaron's  breaft ; 
Now,  rarely  feen,  and  partially  poffeft. 
• 

A  I  R    XXII. 

TUNE,  "  Subarooroo." 

JACK.  Who  will  buy  ?  who  will  buy  ? 
Obferve,  and  you'll  own,  Sir, 
In  each  radiant  ftone,  Sir, 
Is  piftur'd  the  Virtue, 
And  GRACE  they  refer  to  ; 

Will  you  buy  Sir  ? , 

.    - 

A  I  R     XXIIL 

~b  sr&  bnA  - 
TUNE,  "  Bohil  beg  buee." 

JACK.  Here  PROBITY  ftands  confeft ; 
His  truth  on  his  vifage  expreft : 
For  his  face  is  of  kin  to  the  beauty  within, 
That  keeps  feftival  ftill  in  his  breaft. 

MISER.  What's  your  demand  for  this  ? 

JACK.  Your  cent  per  cent ; 
Which  Heav'n  to  Man,  as  to  a  Factor,  lent  j 
Not  to  be  idly  pil'd,  but  freely  us'd  ; 
Not  to  be  cramp'd,  and  buried,  but  diffus'd. 
When  I  wou'd  part  the  Mifer  from  his  ore, 
I  alk  him  aot  to  give,  but  to  reftore. 

[Mifer  turrs  off. 
Docs 
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Do  any  offer  now? 

LADY.  Pray  let  me  fee  !— 
What  may  you  call. this  Jewel? 

JACK.  CHARITY. 

A  gem  of  curious  powers,  that  can  excite, 
From  anguifh,  tranfport,  and  from  tears,  delight ! 

A  I  R    XXIV. 

TUNE,  "  My  Father  and  Mother  fent  me  far." 

JACK    For  lo  !  her  wealth  all  fpent  on  5 

Where  CHARITY'S  reclin'd ! 
The  moving  tale  of  wretchednefs 

Still  rolling  in  her  mind. 
Her  fighs  and  tears  are  ftill  a  fund 

Of  bounty  to  diftrefs  ; 
And  fhe  delights  to  {hare  the  woa 

She  can  no  more  redrefs. 

LADY.  Thanks  for  your  whining  comment,  and 

your  text ; 
But,  keep  your  pleafant  tears  for  who  comes  next. 

BULLY.  The  name  and  price  of  this  ? — 

JACK.  It  is  a  ftone 

All  Bullies  want,  yet  would  be  thought  to  own. 
*Tis  COURAGE,  Sir  ;  to  gain  it,  you  muft  part 
A  confcience  that  runs  trembling  to  your  hearts 
That  {huns  the  light,  that  fupplicates  the  {hade, 
Yet  ftarts  amid  the  gloom  itfelf  has  made. 

AIR 
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A  I  R     XXV. 

TUNS,  «  My  Dog  and  my  Guru" 

JACK.  On  what  a  firm  rock,  here,  does  FORTI 
TUDE  fix ! 

Around  him,  in  war,  all  the  elements  mix ! 
The  hurricane  rages !  the  tempeft  it  boils ! 
Loud  thunders  are  launch'd  at  his  head— and  he 

fmiles ! 

LADY.  My  honeft  Gentleman,  fo  pert,  and  queer, 
What  muft  I  give  you  for  this  trifle  here  ? 

JACK.  Your  infolence  of  riches,  that  miflead 
Your  fteps  from  real  wealth,  and  make  you  poor, 
indeed. 

A  I  R    XXVI. 

^  >;i  £JL  oJ  3kw:ii "^"ih':s  IO 
TUNE,  «  ^Eneas  vrand'ring  Prince  of  Troy," 

JACK.  HUMILITY,  her  crown  afide, 
Here  floops  to  wafh  the  feet  of  Pride. 
Averfe  from  all  the  world  calls  great, 
She  fain  would  fall,  and  fink  from  ftate! 
But  fink  or  fall,  however  flie  will, 
She  finds  the  world  beneath  her  ftill. 

LADY.  Your  pleafure  for  this  Gem  fo  bright  and 

ftrange  ? 
I  barter  all  my  fortune  in  exchange ! 

JACK.  Demand  fome  other  time.— You  offer  well.— 
The  price,  in  public,  I'm  right  loth  to  tell, 

AIR 
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AIR    XXVIL 

TUNE,  "  Pafl  one  o'Clock." 

How  mild,  in  this  ruby*  pale  CHASTITY  flufhes  ; 
And  tin&ures  with  crimfon  her  form  of  light ! 
Unconfcious  of  guilt ; — at  her  beauty  me  blufhes, 
And  wraps  each  proportion,  and  charm  from  fight. 
All  hufh'd  as  rock'd  infants,  all  fweet  as  the  folding 

rofe, 
Her  lips,  with  reluctance,  the  balm  of  her  breath  dif- 

clofe ! 
Her  eyes  look  abafh'd  at  their  brightnefs,  yet  ftill  me 

ihews 
Brighter  by  veiling  whatever  is  bright ! 

LADY.  What  may  you  call  this  pearl  ? 

JACK.  'Tis  REPUTATION  ; 
Of  price  immenfe  to  Ladies  in  your  flation. 

LADY.  What's  the  demand  ? 

A I  R    XXVIII. 

TUNE,  "  The  bonny  Chrift  Church  Bells  " 

JACK.  Would  you  wear  this  Pearl  fo  rare? 
Then,  Fair-one,  lift  to  me, 
Firft  learn  the  fkill  your  tongue  to  ftill ; 
And  leave  the  name  and  honeft  fame  of  others  free. 
Your  tittle-tattle,  prate  and  prattle, — rake  and  rattle, 

all 

Due  victims  to  this  Pearl  muft  fall. 
Your  joys  in  toys,  of  folly,  fops,  and  noife, 

That 
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That,  noon  and  night,  the  toy-fhop  of  your  heart 

employs ; 

The  fide  long  glance,  and  kindling  dance, 
Minc'd  mein,  and  confcious  eye ; 
With  foibles  which,  you  know,  in  fhan?e  I  fpare  to 

fhew  5 
A  price,  I  fear,  too  high. 

f  Lady  turns  off. 

GALLIC.    I  oft  have  hear 'd  of  Virtue,  and  her 

{lore, 

But  never  faw  the  frippery  before. 
Yet  here  is  one  that  feems  not  much  amifs  ; 
It  bears  fome  fhew  of  worth :  what  call  VQU  this  ? 

JACK.  HONOUR,  my  Lord  :  a  fecondary  ilone ; 
It  waits  on  HONESTY  ;  take  both,or  none. 

GALLIG.  Speak  out  your  full  demand. 

AIR    XXIX. 

.3m;i  :c  inrs  DIG  .r.stfic  fcrs  slulUi:  stEfraw 

TUNE,  Bumpers  Squire  Jones." 

I. 

JACK.  Since,  Sir,  you  require 
Me  with  freedom  to  tell  you  the  price  I  defire; 

If  duly  obey'd, 
I  muft  claim  all  your  fhifts, 
Mean  refources,  fly  drifts, 

And  whole  fy.ftem  of  tradeii^  <$3£ 
Each  method  of  weaving 
Court  nets  for  enflaving ; 

Your 
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Your  chaffer  for  confcience,  by  barter  and  lure : 

State  quacks,  and  ftatenurfes; 

Your  purging  of  purfes  ; 
And  fkinning  of  wounds,  which  you  wifli  not  to  cure. 

IL 

Each  fubtle  eflay 
Of  ipreading  corruption,  in  order  for  fway ; 

All  projects  for  rule, 
By  the  bait,  and  the  bribe, 
And  political  tribe, 

Of  trick,  traffic,  and  tool. 
Your  Court-broom,  that  gathers 
Motes,  chaff,  ftraw,  and  feathers, 
And  fweeps  up  all  trafh  from  the  furface  of  life* 
With  your  largefs  of  graces, 
Pofts,  penfions,  and  places, 
Where  talents  and  office  are  ever  at  ftrife. 

III. 

With  thefe,  I  mufl  claim 
Your  entry  of  red-coated  gentry,  who  dream 

That  Heroes  are  made, 
And  enabl'd  to  kill, 
By  the  courage  and  (kill 

Of  a  dreadful  cockade ! 
A  race,  who  are  prouder 
To  fpend  their  fweet  powder 
At  balls 9  than  on  bullets*— z.  terrible  train 

Of 
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Of  crimp  petit-maitrcs, 
Nice  feamfters  and  plaiters,      10  . 
Beau'd  out,  for  the  dance  of  a  dainty  campaign  ! 

GALLIC..  Impudent  Elf!  —  -as  I  hope  for  falvation, 
The  rafcal  wou'd  unoflicer  the  nation  ! 
Rout  our  Afiemblies,  and  our  Senates  choufe  'tsm&T 
Of  all  that  props,  or  that  adorns  the  Houfe  ! 
Sirrah,  your  fpecious  offers  are  a  fcurvy 
Attempt  to  turn  the  country  topfy  turvey  ! 
But  mould  this  chance,  —  who,  think  you,  fuch  an 

Afs  is, 

As  e'er  to  build  on  your  new  fangled  bafis  ? 
We'll  none  of  your  {ham  treafury  !  — 


,       AIR     XXX. 

•  .Y/olfol  smoD 

TUNE,  «•  Ye  fairy  Elves  that  t*." 


-GALLIC.  Come  follow,  follow  me, 
You  jolly  boys  all,  who  be 
Diverted  of  conftraint, 
From  mortify'd  Saw,  or  Saint ! 
To  pleafure  and  boundlefs  licence  free, 
Come  follow,  follow,  follow  me ! 
Come  all  to  meafurelefs  licence  free, 
And  follow,  follow,  follow  me  ! 

%*7'  !;$""'•  ..'IIOIO 

II. 

Let  lean-ey'd  Honefty  bear 
His  merited  weight  of  care ; 

G 
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And  phlegm  and  confcience  dwell 
In  cynical  tub,  or  cell ; 
But  all  ye  lovers  of  game,  and  glee, 
And  feaft  and  fro  lie  j  come  follow  me  1 
To  nature's  meafurelefs  licenfe  free, 
Come  follow,  follow,  follow  me ! 

rv:b  $#|ftt     i£;{j  10  ^qoTtpidt  11&3Q 

£&£&£  jir™*  r  ri  kiilS 

The  pedanted  Prieft,  who  fain 

Wou'dride,  but  wants  a  rein  ;^:fb  ,;,! 

To  moral  us  into  controul, 

Wou'd  four  the  jovial  foul ! 

The  Prieft  is  cunning,  and  fo  are  we  5 

Then  Prieft  and  People,  come  follow  me ! 

From  fcruple  and  qualm,  and  confcience  free, 

Come  follow,  follow,  me ! 

y  '  -  .     •  -J •      -"f    -».  rr\ 

*«3  Jflin  857rJl  v~:£;i  t3I         taKb  1 

F'  S  C  E  N  E    II. 

JUSTICE  forcibly  brought  in  by  RUMBOJ  and  BLUNDERBORE,  fpl- 
lowed,  at  a  diftance,  by   SHEPHERDS  and:SHEPHER02ssisIy 

aenting'  ^SteflnoD  lo  LateviQ 

JUSTICE.    Help  Countrymen!    your   timely  aid,;, 

I  pray, 
Or  JUSTICE  has  beheld  her  lateft  day! — 

JACK.  The  cry  of  JUSTICE  ! — then  'tis  time,  to 
draw 

The  mighty  fword  of  GIDEON  and  the  LAW  ! 

[Draws. 

OALWGANTUS  drops  his  Wand,  and  his  Brothers  quit  JUSTICE* 
and  ftand  amazed. 

GALLIG.  A  fudden  gripe  arrefts  my  heart ! 

A  chilnefs 
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A  chilnefs  runs  thro'  all  my  veins,  and  freezes  ev'ry 

WfcLn 

JACK.    Here,  feize  thefe   Caitiffs!  —  bind    them, 

without  favour, 
To  ftrange  fociety  —  a  good  behaviour  ! 

[SHEPHERDS  advance,  an^l  feize  the  GIANTS' 

JUSTICE.  To  GOODNESS,  JUSTICE  ever  knew, 
The  ROD  OF  POWER  alone  was  due  ! 

[  She  takes  up  the  wand,  and  delivers  it  to  JACK. 

JACK.  Friend,  give  me  up  thofe  implements,  en- 

trufted 

To  have  all  wrongs  redrefs'd,  all  rights  adjufted. 
He   takes,  from  his  Attendant,  a  pair  of  Handcuffs,    a    Chain, 

and  a  Collar,  with  a  Rope  to  the  end  of  it. 
Firft,  with  thefe  manacles,  in  this  good  hour, 
We  bind  the  ftruggling  hands  of  ILL-US*D  POWER. 
Here,  fix  them  on.  — 

[SHEPHERDS  take  the  Handcuffs,  fit  them  on,  and  then  fing. 


TUNE,  "  Tiptelera." 

ift  SHEP.  Thefe  gauntlets,  we  tmderftand, 
From  annals,  time  out  of  mind, 
Have  giv'n  due  weight  to  each  hand 
Of  the  bruifers  of  mankind, 
Still  apt  to  his  occupation 

Whom  no  reftriclion  awes  ; 

•  <  r*  ^  *> 

Whofe  courage  would  cuff  a  nation, 

And  quell  both  land  and  laws* 

_. 
JACK. 
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JACK.  As  VIOLENCE  is  ram,  and  fwift  of  fpeed, 
Let  thefe  redrabing  fetters  be  his  meed. 
On  with  them  firm.— 

[SHEPHERDS  bind  the  chain  on  his  legs,  and  fing. 

AIR    XXXIL 

TUNE,  «  Ye  Commons  and  Peers.'* 

-    *.,  A  -        —r  -  «T     -*    - 

:    *'**  •'  «'•  " 

id  SKEP.  Behold,  from  old  times, 
Through  all  cuftoms,  and  climes, 
The  meed  of  ambition,  and  pride ! 
'Tis  a  gift,  my  good  firs, 
For  him  who,  with  fpurs, 
On  the  back, of  his  country  would  ride. 

Dol  de  rol,  &c> 

JACK.  Lafly  o'er  his  brothers,  to  the  public  eye, 
Lee  ALL-DEFRAUDING  WRONG  be  plac'd  on  high. 
Here  is  the  patent  for  his  exaltation. 

[  Shewing  the  Collar- 

Ambition  could  not  wilh  a  higher  flation. 

ifl  SHEPHERD.  Your  marrow-bones — come,  down 
Sir, 

£  To  BLUNDER,  as  he  fits  on  the  Collar, 

That  we  may  reach  to  'quip  you  for  renown  Sir, 
A  I  R     XXXIII. 

TUNE,  "  Old  Roger.'* 

iflSHEP.  Sir,  here  is  the  zone, 

Dol  lol  de  rol,  &c. 
By  wliofe  virtue  alone  ' 

Dol  lol,  &c. 

Defervers 
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Defervers  are  known, 

Dol  lol,  &c. 
To  look  down  on  a  throne, 

Dol  lol,  &G. 
sd  SHEP.  Blefs   us    from  fuch  an  end  of  hone/I 

labours ! 

Who  wou'd  have  thought  they  looked  fo  little,  neigh 
bours  ? 

JACK.-  Come,  let  us  feize  on  this  aufpfcious  hour, 
And  place  fair  JUSTICE  in  the  feat  of  POWER. 
By  her  alone  we  pull  the  Giants  down ; 

[  They  feat  JUSTICE  in  the  Chair. 

Her's  be  the  praife,  and  her's  be  the  renown! 

Give  all  your  caps  and  voices  to  her  day ! 
May  JUSTICE  ftill  be  great ! 

ALL.  May  JUSTICE  Hill  be  great ! 
Huzza !  huzza !  huzza ! 

A  I  R     XXIV. 

!  stem  on  erf^h?  'A  br$i>--f;'il  TV! 
TUNE,  «  Ye  fairy  Elves  that  be." 

Duet  between  JUSTICE  and  JACK* 

:  3iil  ?,{7fefl  ! 
Arife,  arife!  arife! 

Each  fhape,  and  fort,  and  fize 

Of  Honefty,  where  ye  lye, 

Unheeded,  on  dank  or  dry  ; 

From  cottages,  fhades.  and  fheds,  to  court, 

,  My  brothers  of  worth,  and  want,  refort ! 

Arife 
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f^ii.i-JGLi.  HK         -»"--.yTi »? 

Arife  to  labour,  arife  to  play, 

For  VIRTUE  $awns  a  new  born  day ! 

CHORUS.  Arife  to  labour,  .&c. 


•;»  x> 


To  court,  to  court  repair  ; 

Tho'  ckftitute,  poor,  and  bare; 

And  yet  unlkill'd  in  aught 

That  J-ueLLD  or  :^lAe!HJAVE; 
By  naked  probity,  jou  acquire 
A  ga'rb  beyond  the  filk  of  Tyre  ; 
And  more  than,  talents,  and  more  than  art, 
Is  furniihM:  in,  an  upright  :heart:l 

CHORUS.  And  noore.than,  &c» 


Let  jality  e'en  devour 

His  interval  of  an  hour  ; 

Yet,  pity  hi$  tranfjent;  roar, 

For  lift  —  and  he  laughs  no  more  ! 
The  pureft  pleafures  that  guilt  can  bring, 
Are  like  the  tickling  of  a  fling  ; 
The  tickling  leaves  no  fweet  behind  ; 
The  fling  remains,  and  flabs  the  mind! 

CHORUS.  The  tickling  Leaves, 


But  VIRTUE,  in  the  breaft, 
Compofes  her  halcyon  neft  ; 
And  fooths  and  fiiioo.ths  each  ftorm, 
•That  wou'd  the  fair  feat  deform  ; 

Herfelf 
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Herfelf  moft  frolic,  and  fweetly  free 
To  cordial  jolity,  cordial  glee ! 
The  fountain  of  all  that's  bleft  and  bright; 
Of  orient  pleafure,  of  orient  light ! 

CHORUS.  The  fountain,  &c» 

V. 

And,  from  this  mental  dawn, 

O'er  village,  and  lake,  and  lawn ; 

New  radiance  fhall  expand, 

To  brighten  each  duiky  land ; 
While  TRUTH,  from  this  approving  ftage, 
Shall  beam  through  every  ad,  and  age ! 

CHORUS, 

While  TRUTH  from  this  approving  ftage, 
tShall  beam  through  ev'ry  aft,  and  age. 


'yvr  Bns  t^iic  :i  iloin  "ib 
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CONTENDING  BROTHERS. 


e    o    M    s    t>    Y. 


PERSONS. 

MEN. 

YOUNG  LORD  SPENDALL,         -j 

BENJAMIN  SPENDALL,  }  Twm  Br0thers' 

Mr.  TIMELY,  a  Banker. 

TIRLAH  O'FL  AHERTY,  Servant  to  LD.  SPENDALL. 

ASPIN  SUBTRACTION,  Stewart  to  the  deceafed  LORD, 

Mr.  CHJIRK,  an  Attorney. 

SERGEANT  TAUTOLOGY. 

FRISSURE,  Servant  to  BEN.  SPENDALL. 

••,.,<y      .  v»"./l.Ci     Ci/ jf  JLJ.\JL  ; '4,»»pA 

WOMEN. 

Mifs  GOODLY, 

MELISANDRA,  her  Maid. 

Mrs.  SUBTRACTION,  Wife  of  the  Steward. 

Mrs.  MIDNIGHT. 

Mrs.  CHESHIRE. 

Conftables,  Bailiffs,  &c.  &c. 

SCENE,    LONDON, 

Partly  formed  on  the  Plan  of  Farquhar's   Twin 

Rivals. 


T    H    I 
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A    C     T      I, 

,rl"Vi*:fT7^t    r>t» 

SCENE     I. 

BENJAMIN  SPENDALL'S  Apartment. 

BEN.  SPENDALL  fitting  in  a   mufmg   poflure,  for 
fome  time,  then  fpeaks. 

•o   c*  •  U~       CO,  —  but   fix-pence    in    my     pocket, 

15.  bPEND.   .^  r  J 

^^  and  twice  fixteen  hundred  pounds 
worfe  than  nothing.  —  One  of  your  Lords  of  the 
Creation,  forfooth  ;  \vithout  an  inch  of  property 
in  the  whole  univerfe  !  —  yet,  like  other  great  men, 

I  too 
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I  too  have  my  levees ;  a  levee  of  Duns, — and  an* 
other  levee  of  appetites,  flill  more  craving.— Had 
Nature  made  me  an  independent  Brute,  with  fangs 
to  provide  my  proper  fuflenance,  I  had  been  rich. — • 
I  had  been  happy ;  but,  to  be  rationally  damn'd  to  a 
million  of  wants,  and  nothing  to  fatisfy!- — this  is 
Hell  itfelf,  without  one  drop  of  water  to  cool  the 
flame  !— Ha ! — -what  noife  is  that  ? — who  waits  there  ? 

£RISSURE  enters. 

FRISS.  Monfieur,  here  be  de  devil !— Tome  damn 
fon  of  bich  leave  de  porte  'port  de  lache,  and  here 
come  vonne,  two,  tree  Tailleurej  de  femftreffe  de 
Mercere,  de  Millinere !— fill  a  de  hall*  and  make  a. 
de  tintemarre,  comme  des  diables,  for  de  bill,  and  de 
money,  and  de — morblieu  !  I  tell  dem  go  dere  vays; 
but  dey  are  enrage5  and  fay  dey  vill  not  flir  vonne 
ftep,  until  dey  are  paid,  begar. 

B.  SPEND.  What's  to  be  done,  Friflure  ? 

[  Mufing. 

FRIS.  Milor. 

B.  SPEND.  Step  down,  and  tell  thofe  gentlemen 
and  ladies,  that  I  am  jufl  now  going  to  call  upon  my 
banker;  and  that  if  they  will  return  here,  about  this 
time  to-morrow,  I  will  fatisfy  all  their  demands. 

FRIS.  I  will,  Milor. 

[Exit  FRISS. 

B.  SPEND.  So> — a  few  hours  refpite  ! — a  little  more 
of  breathing  fpace,  to  try  what  may  be  attempted. 
Runair>£  in  debt  would  be  nothing  5  but  thus 

ti 
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to  be  dunn'd,  is  the  grand  devil  and  all  his  demons 
darknefs  ! — But  come,  I  will  neither  hang  nor 
drown  while  there  is  one  twig  to  catch  at  — Who 
knows  what  the  finefle  of  this  letter  may  produce  ? 
— If  my  father  can  be  brought  to  think  that  his 
darling  fon  is  dead,  he  may  pofTibly  do  fomewhat 
for  his  remaining  prodigal. — Let  me  fee — let  me 
fee.  [Opens  the  letter,  and  reads. 

To    the    Right   Honourable    LORD   VISCOUNT 

SPENDALL. 

"   My  Lord,  Bruflels,  May  21  ft. 

"  I  find  myfelf  doubly  diftreflfcd  in  being  the 
"  imparter  of  very  unhappy  tidings.  Your  noble 
**  fon,  and  my  brave  friend,  was,  two  days  fincc, 
"  kill'd  in  a  duel  with  the  Count  of  Starbeg.  I 
**  condole  with  your  lordlhip,  from  the  bottom  of 
"  my  heart,  on  this  melancholy  occafion  ;  and  am 
J8  with  profound  refpect,  my  lord,  &c. 

C.  BERFORD  of  the  Blues.'' 

Ay — this  may  do  ! — FRISSURE.         [Seals  the  letter. 

FRIS.  Sire! 

B.  SPEND.  Here,  fly  with  this  letter  to  Tom., 
the  porter  at  the  Temple  Exchange,  and  bid  him 
give  it  into  the  hands  of  MR.  SUBTRACTION,  my 
father's  fie  ward. 

FRIS.  Je  cour,  fire  ! 

B.  SPEND.  And,  do  you  hear? — bid   him  fay 

that  he  got  it  from  the  captain  of  a  fhip  juft  land- 

H  3  '«d— 
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ed—  and  to  come  to  me  for  payment  when  he  has 
executed  his  commiffion.  [Exit 


SCENE      III. 

MRS.  MIDNIGHT  enters  in  great  hurry. 

MID.  Sir,  fir ! — O  MR.  SPENDALL — quite  over- 
breathed,  quite  fpent  I 

B.  SPEND.  Hey  day  ! — come  poft  upon  a  broom- 
ftick !  —  What  news  from  Scotland,  my  good 
mother  ? 

MID.  Let  me  fit,  let  me  draw  air ! — Oh,  your 
cordial,  your  cordial ! — one  fup  of  your  cordial, 
or  I  mall  faint ! 

B.  SPEND.  What  the  devil  is  toward  now  I— 
Here,  take  it  by  wholefale.  [She  drinks, 

MID.  Oh — your  father,  your  father  ! 

B.  SPEND.  Ha,  my  father ! — what  of  my  fa 
ther?— quick,  fay,  fpeak,  anfwer ! 

MID.  O,  MR.  SPENDALL,  you're  a  made  man* 
or  undone  for  ever — that's  all. 

B.  SPEND.  My  double  curfe  upon  the  filence 
and  loquacity  of  your  fex !  for  they  are  equally  a 
plague  to  man  in  their  turns.  What  of  my  fa* 
ther  ?— 

MID.  Dead,  fir — ftark  dead  ! 

B.  SPEND.  Dead! — my  father  dead  ? 
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MID.  Two  hours  ago  he  was  taken  with  a 
tympany;  and  is  now  with  the  blefied — where, 
woe  the  day,  we  mufl  all  go  at  laft  ! 

B.  SPEND.  Did  he  leave  me  any  thing  ? — has  he 
made  a  will  ? 

MID.  He  was  too  much  in  his  fenfes,  I  fear,  for 
the  firft ;  and  taken  a  little  too  fhort  for  the  laft. 
But,  the  moment  I  heard  of  the  affair,  my  dear 
child,  I  fet  my  nephew  QUIRK,  the  lawyer,  about 
drawing  your  father's  will  in  proper  form  j  and  I 
expect  him  here  in  a  few  minutes. 

B.  SPEND.  Ha! — my  father  dead,  my  brother 
abfent,  and  I  in  poffeflion !  foaring,  from  the 
deeped  hell  of  poverty,  into  the  receipt  of  twenty 
thoufand  a  year! — Title,  affluence,  equipage, 
wine,  and  wenches,  at  will  I  every  luft  gratified, 
every  appetite  fulfilled  ! — There  is  no  (landing 
againft  fuch  a  torrent  of  temptations* — My  dear 
QUIRK,  welcome ! 


SCENE      IV. 

QUIRK  enters  in  hafte. 

QUIRK.  Here  it  is,  fir!  here  it  is,  Mr.  SPEN- 
DALL— or  rather  my  Lord  SPENDALL — here  it 
is  !— A  little  parchment  will  ferve  to  convey  a 
great  eftatc — it  wants  nothing  but  fignatum  & 
figillatum.  But  come,  fir  —  my  lord,  I  fhould 
fay— there's  no  time  to  be  loft ;  if  you  do'nt  take 

H  4  him 
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him  before,  you  will  never  reach  him  behind. — 
Bring  me  but  to  your  father's  cabinet,  or  caft 
clothes;  and,  my  ears  for  the  cropping,  all  is 
your  own! — But  tell  me,  have  you  got  any  of 
your  father's  hand-writing  ? 

B.  SPEND.  Yes,  here  is  his  name  duely  figned 
to  his  refufal  of  my  laft  requeft  for  money. 

QUIRK.  This  will  do  ;  we  fhall  take  it  off  in  a 
twinklings—Come,  come! 

B.  SPEND.  Come  then,  my  benefa&ors,  my  beft 
friends,  allons  !  Bring  this  but  to  pafs,  and  divide 
my  thanks,  my  heart,  my  fortune,  between  ye  ! 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE      V. 

Changes  to  LORD  SPENDALL'S, 

Mr.  SUBTRACTION  and  his  WIFE  enter. 

WIFE.  Shilly  fhally! — do  not  tell  me,  Mr, 
SUBTRACTION,  of  your  qualms  and  your  con- 
fciences  j  they  ^re  fit  for  none  but  your  beggarly, 
low-lived,  mean-fpirited  creepers  in  the  kennel; 
fuch  as  was  born  under  the  planet  of  a  three-penny 
hang-dog,  and  will  never  come  to  be  worth  a 
groat. 

SUBT.  Well,  but,  my  dear!-*- 

WIFE.  No  my  dears,  nor  no  my  buts,  Mr. 
SyBTK ACTION  !  There's  Squire  Piquet's,  and  Squire 

Galloper'ss 
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Galloper's,  and  Squire  Dormoufe's  fleward ;  was 
it  conference,  think  you,  that  makes  all  London 
fliake  with  the  thundering  of  their  coaches  ? — And 
there  is  Mr.  Sweepftakes,  Sir  Patrick  Prodigal's 
fteward  $  was  it  confcience  too  that  purchafed  his 
mailer's  eftate,  while  the  owner  lies  ftarving  and 
rotting  in  a  jail  ?  And  yet  the  man  wants  neither 
good  nature  nor  common  charity— ^he  has  taken 
Sir  Patrick's  fecond  fon  into  his  fervice;  and  his 
pretty  daughter,  Nancy,  is  now  favourite  wait- 
ing^maid  to  her  father's  fleward's  lady. 

SUBT.  I  think,  however,  my  dear 

WIFE.  You  think,    Mr.    SUBTRACTION,    you 
think  ? — Iwifh  to  Heaven  you  would  not  think  at 
all,  but  leave  yourfelf  to  be  guided  by  thofe  who 
have  the  fenfe  to  think  for  you.     Are  not  you 
afhamed  to  look  your  daughters  in  the  face — you 
worfe  than   an   infidel,  you  ?    A  fteward,  marry 
come  up — poor  ignorant  wretch  !  you  know  not 
what  it  is  to  be  a  fteward.     The  ftewards  of  thefc 
days  are  all  in  all,  Mr.  SUBTRACTION  •,  they  are 
the  patrons  and  proprietors,   the  lords  and   the 
landlords  ;  they  hold  in  their  own  hands  the  rights 
of  pofifeflion,  and  only  dole  out  fome  portions  of 
the  products  to  their  employers,  as  it  were  a  mat 
ter  of  bounty,  and  not  of  claim, 
SUBT.  Indeed,  my  dear,  I  muft  allow — 
WIFE.  O  ho,  do  you  fo? — You  will  allow  at 
laft,  then;  you  will  allow  yourfelf  to  be  a  fool — 
don't  you.  my  dear  ?  and  that  is  the  firft  ftep  to- 

ward 
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ward  wifdom  and  reformation. — Why,  here  is  up 
ward  of  twelve  thoufand  pounds  of  cafh  and  pa 
per  in  hand ;  and  what  hinders  you  from  paying 
yourfelf,  by  finking  the  beft  part  ?  Were  others  in 
your  place,  they  would  think  the  whole  fum  but 
very  fcant  wages,  for  all  the  trouble  and  toil  you 
have  had  in  ferving  a  pitiful  ungrateful  family ! 

SUBT.  Why,  my  dear,  I  muft  own,  that  there 
is  much  reafon,  and  juftice  too,  in  what  you  fay 
— But  then,  our  young  lord  has  the  character  of  a 
fenfible  youth;  and,  if  he  (hould  call  me  to  a  drift 
account— 

WIFE.  Pho,  pho,  don't  tell  me;  can  he  call 
you  to  any  account  but  one  of  your  own  making  ? 
and,  at  the  worft,  you  can  give  in  matters  in  fuch 
confufion,  that  neither  he,  nor  any  one  elfe,  can 
know  what  to  make  of  them ;  and  Ib  there  is  an 
end  of  the  whole  account  at  once. 

SUBT.  I  would  to  Heaven  it  were  young  grace- 
lefs  we  had  to  deal  with ! 

WIFE.  Oy,  now  you  fpeak  fenfe ! — Why,  my 
dear,  you  begin  to  brighten ;  you  are  vaftly  im 
proved,  I  afiure  you !  Were  young  rake  in  the 
cafe,  he  would  be  too  bufy  in  fpending  to  mind 
how  money  was  got;  you  might  then  lend  him  his 
own  rents,  upon  proper  fecumies,  and,  by  com- 
pound  mtereft,  get  the  whole  of  the  eftate  into 
your  own  pofTeilion;  for,  fince  it  could  not  re 
main  in  fuch  prodigal  hands,  it  were  iurely  as  well 
in  y OUT'S  as  in  another's. 

PORTER 
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PORTER  enters. 

PORT.  Is  there  one  Mr,  SUBTRACTION  here  ? 
SUBT.  Thou  feeft  the  man. 
PORT.  I  was  defired  to  give  him  this  letter,  by 
a  gentleman  juft  landed  from  Flanders.  [Exit. 

WlFE.    Let  me  have  it.  [Snatches  it,  and  read*. 

To  the  right  honourable  the  Lord  Vifcount  SPEND- 
ALL. — Ay,  poor  man,  he  will  read  no  more  let 
ters;  he  is  gone  poft,  himfelf.  —  What's  here, 
what's  here? — The  very  thing! — Give  me  a  kifs  my 
dear,  dear  hufband — Joy,  joy!  'tis  done,  it  is 
over ! — we  are  made,  made  for  ever ! 

SUIT.  Is  the  woman  diftrafted  ? 

WIFE.  Here,  read,  read!—  diffracted  ?  yes,  ftark 
mad  with  ecftafy  ! — Now  it  is  that  people  fhall  be 
taught  to  know  who  is  who.  —  Two  thoufand 
pounds  at  lead  for  the  tyres  of  my  head  ! — I  muft 
have  my  toilets  too,  and  vifiting  days,  I  can  tell 
you. — But  mum !  here  comes  young  Spendthrift, 
the  noble  heir  to  our  eftate,  you  know,  Mr.  SUB* 
TRACTION. 


SCENE      VI. 

B.  SPENDALL  and  QUIRK,  enter. 

B.  SPEND.  Your  fervant  good  Mr.  SUBTRAC 
TION-. 

SUBT.  Right  honourable,  I  wifh  you  joy ! 
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WIFE.  Joy,  joy  to  your  lordfhip  !—  I  blcfs  the 
day  I  can  fay  fo. 

B.  SPEND.  O  fie,  my  good  friends!  how  can 
you  make  light  of  fo  mournful  an  occafion  ? — Be- 
fide,  my  brother  lives,  you  know.  Why  would 
you  offer  to  drefs  me  in  the  robes  of  another  ? 

SUBT.  He's  dead,  my  lord,  this  fortnight  dead; 
dead  and  buried  in  Flanders ! 

WIFE.  Here,  my  lord,  read,  read,  my  dear 
lord,  my  honourable  snd  right  honourable  !  ; 

B.  SPEND.  Tis  very  much,  indeed- — a  father 
and  only  brother  in  one  day  !  This  ftrikes  deep,  my 
friends. 

WIFE.  The  Heavens  preferve  your  lordfhip ! 
'tis  what  all  others  muft  come  to. 

B.  SPEND.  Peace  be  with  'em!  fince  it  muft  be 
fo. — But  pray,  Mr.  SUBTRACTION,  do  you  know 
any  thing  of  my  father's  will  ? 

SUBT.  No  indeed,  my  lord,  I  never  heard  that 
he  made  any. 

B.  SPEND.  I  fancy  he  muft, — All  his  concerns 
were  at  his  own  option ;  and  Mr.  Fitzackerly,  his 
old  friend,  lately  told  me,  that  my  brother  had 
difobliged  him,  and  that  he  determined  to  leave 
me  the  bulk  of  his  fortune. 

SUBT.  But,  what  fignify  wills,  now  that  your 
lordfhip  is  heir  of  all  ? 

B.  SPEND.  Such  a  preference,  however,  would 
be  a  fatisfaction,  and  an  honour  to  me.  Befide,  I 

wifh 
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wi(h  to  know  my  father's  pleafure  with  refpect  to 
legacies. — Mrs.  SUBTRACTION,  pray  ftep  with  at 
torney  QUIRK*  and  examine  my  father's  pockets 
and  efcrutore. 

WIFE.  I  will,  your  lordfnip. 

[Exeunt  WIFE  and  QUI-RK. 

B.  SPEND.  Mr.  SUBTRACTION,  you  muft  imme 
diately  provide  new  mourning  for  all  the  fer- 
vants. 

SUBT.  Pleafe  your  good  lordfhip,  your  coufm 
was  mourned  for  but  a  few  weeks,  and  all  the  li 
veries  are  quite  frefh. 

B.  SPEND.  Well,  that  may  ferve  for  a  day  or 
two. — But  tell  me,  my  old  friend,  what  falary  did 
his  lordfhip  allow  you  ? 

SUBT.  A  fmall  two  hundred,  a  frn all  two  hun 
dred  a  year,  hardly  earned,  your  honour. 

B.  SPEND.  Shame,  fhame !  but  two  hundred  for 
the  gathering  in  of  twenty  thoufand  per  annum  ? 
Why  that's  not  three-pence  in  the  pound  receiver's 
fees. —I  will  make  thy  falary  five  hundred  a  year 
SUBTRACTION. 

SUBT.  Do  I  dream,  do  I  hear  right  ? — five  hun 
dred  a  year,  your  honour  ! 

B.  SPEND.  Five  hundred  a  year,  I  fay.— Why,  this 
is  but  an  earned  of  further  favours. 

SUBT.  On  my  knees,  I  thank  your  lordihip. 

P.  SPEND.  Rife,  man  !— none  of  thefe  formali 
ties  between  friends  like  us. — But,  harkee,  SUB 
TRACTION,  I  muft  inftantly  have  about  four 

thoufand 
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thoufand  pieces,  in  cafh  or  paper— do  you  mark 
me  ? 

SUBT.  Why,  pleafe  your  right  honourable  wor- 
ihip,  the  truth  is,  that  the  tenants  have  been  tardy 
of  late:— however,  my  wife  is  a  fcraping  and  a 
keeping  body,  as  I  may  fay  5  and  it  will  go  hard 
but  we  lhall  make  up  matters  between  us. 

B.  SPEND.  Plha,  man !  I  will  give  you  an  order 
fgr  the  whole  on  the  growing  rents. 

SUBT.  It  fhall  be  forthcoming,  though  I  were 
to  draw  my  own  blood  for  it. 


SCENE      VIL 
QUIRK  and  WIFE  enter. 

QUIRK.  Here  it  is,  my  lord,  we  found  it  in  his 
pocket.  A  few  words  in  full :  multum  in  parvo, 
fhort  and  fweet  !~-Mr.  SUBTRACTION,  you  know 
my  lord's  hand  here,  to  be  fure. 

SUBT.  It  is  very  like,  indeed — and  yet — now  I 
look  again— 

QUIRK.  I  did  but  flightly  glance  my  eye  over 
the  contents,  and  think  I  faw  your  name  in  the 
body,  Mr.  Steward.  —  Stay  —  Ay  —  here  it  is. 
"  Item,  I  bequeath  to  Mary  and  Dorothy  Sub- 
«'  tradion,  the  two  daughters  of  Afpin  and  Win- 
4i  nifred  SUBTRACTION,  the  fum  of  twelve  hun- 
f<  dred  pound*,  in  aid  of  their  marriage  portion, 
€*  to  be  equally  divided  between  them/' 

WJFE. 
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WIFE.  Bleffings  on  his  good  old  heart ! 

QUIRK.  Have  you  examined,  Mr.  Steward— 
are  you  not  fure  that  it  is  his  hand  ? 

SUBT.  Yes,  yes—I  think  it  is — I,  I,  I  am  fure 
it  is — his  hand  writing. 

QUIRK.  Sure  ? — I  have  feen  it  a  thoufand  times. 
I  would  fwear  to  the  fail  of  his  S,  through  the 
world. 

SUBT.  But,  where  are  the  witnefles,  Mr.  QUIRK? 

QUIRK.  WitnefTes,  man  ?  we  can  get  a  hundred 
witneffes — any  one  may  witnefs  it,  who  knows  the 
hand. — Come,  here's  pen  and  ink,  you  and  I  will 
begin,  Mr.  SUBTRACTION.  [Signs. 

SUBT.  My  lord,  I, — I  humbly  beg  to  be  excuf- 
cd — there  can  be  no  manner  of  neceflity,  I  think, 
—where,  where  your  lordfhip  is  general  heir,  you 
know. 

B.  SPEND.  No  further  than  to  fhew  one's  good 
will,  Mr.  SUBTRACTION.— -Though  I  have  heard 
of  cafes,  where  thofe  reported  dead  have  come  to 
life. — In  all  events,  my  friend,  one  would  wiih  to 
have  double  bars  to  the  doors.  —  But,  hang  it, 
let  it  be  cancell'd;  I  mall  fave  twelve  hundred 
pounds  by  the  bargain,  you  know. 

WIFE.  What  a  forry  old  oaff  it  is! — Why, 
firrah,  firrah,  mall  we  never  be  able  to  beat  fenfe 
or  nature  into  the  head  or  heart  of  thee  ? — Don't, 
don't  you  fee  that  honeft  Mr.  QUIRK  has  figned  al 
ready,  though  he  is  not  to  get  a  penny  by  the 
contents  ? 

SUBT. 
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SUBT.  Well,  well — beat-  with  me  a  little— you 
come  fo  fudden  upon  me  ! — Indeed,  my  lord,  I 
would  do  any  thing  to  ferve  your  lordfhip's  ho* 
nour ;  but  confcience  is  a  very  tender  thing. 

WIFE.  Ah,  my  heavy  curfe  on  that  rafcally 
confcience  of  your's — It  has  been  a  thief  and  a 
murderer  to  me  and  mine,  I  am  fure  ! 

B.  SPEND.  Spare  him,  my  dear  Mrs.  SUBTRAC* 
TION,  pray  fpare  him.  It  is  nothing  but  his  ignor 
ance  of  the  law  in  this  cafe.  QUIRK,  explain  the 
matter  to  our  worthy  friend  here. 

QUIRK.  Why,  you  mud  know,  Mr.  SUBTRAC 
TION,  that,  in  law,  there  are  two  forts  of  wills ; 
that  is  to  fay,  the  will  of  the  witnefles,  and  the 
will  of  the  teftaror. — Now,  the  will  of  the  wit- 
nefies  is  as  thus:  When  a  man  imagines  himfelf 
near  his  end,  and  feels  that  he  has  no  longer  any 
intereft  in  this  world,  he  does  not  care  three 
farthings,  if  the  world  and  all  that's  in  it  went  to 
the  devil.  Then  it  is  that  defigning  people  gather 
about  him,  and  get  him  to  put  his  hand  to  matters 
quite  foreign  to  his  heart  and  underftanding;  and 
this  is  called,  the  will  of  the  witnefies. — On  the 
other  hand,  ob ferve  me ;  the  true  will  of  the  tefta- 
tor  is,  where  no  witnefies  are  •,  for  a  man  can 
want  no  witnefies  to  tell  him  what  his  own  will  is. 
Note  then,  that  this  here  will  is  not  the  will  of 
any  witnefies  •,  it  is  the  true  and  genuine  will  of 
the  teftator  alone,  without  any  defign  or  impofi- 
tion  whatever  j  a  firm  will,  in  foro  confcientiae,  in 

the 
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the  court  of  honour,  and  conference,  and  what  no 
man  of  any  confcience  will  refufe  to  fign. 

B.  SPEND.  A  clear  cafe ! 

WIFE.  A  clear  cafe ! 

SUET.  I  think  it  is  pretty  fatisfa&ory,  truly. — 
Well,  give  me,  then — I  will  fign. — Heavens ! — what 
is  it  that  ails  me  ? — my  fingers  won't  hold  the  pen  ! 
—I  can't  do  it — indeed,  my  Lord ! — I  cannot  do  it* 

B.  SPEND.  Go  to  hell,  you  pitiful  heartlefs  old 
fcoundrel ! — Five  hundred  a  year  ? — five  devils  ra 
ther,  to  carry  your  crazy  bones  from  the  gallows  ! 

SUBT.  Pray,  my  Lord, — pray  now — I  will  yet, 
and  if  I  can ! — Gracious  be  good  to  me  !— what's  the 
matter  ? — I  fhake  as  if  I  was  in  the  ague ! — well,  give 
me  the  pen,  again, — but  hold  my  hand,  though, 
Mr.  Quirk ! — hold  it  firm,  dear  Mr.  Quirk. 

[Signs. 

QUIRK.  There — you  fee  there's  nothing  in  it,  now 
that  it's  over. 

B.  SPEND.  And  I  am  the  more  obliged  to  you,  Mr. 
SUBTRACTION,  for  getting  the  better  of  your  ground- 
lefs  fcruples,  for  my  fake. 

WIFE.  Ap,  what  a  pity  it  is  he  fhould  ever  have 
fuch  a  dear  good  matter  to  deal  with  1  The  like  of 
your  Brother,  would  have  fitted  him  to  a  hair  : — one 
who  would  peep  into  a  corner,  to  fee  if  a  penny  was 
dropt. — But  your  Lordfhip  has  more  fpirit,  and  more 
fenfe,  too,  than  to  be  a  flave  to  your  own  affairs. 

B.  SPEND.  All's  well,  all's  well,  and  we  are  better 
K  friends 


8o   THE  CONTENDING  BROTHERS. 

friends  than  ever. — SUBTRACTION,  flep  and  bring 
me  what  we  were  talking  of. 

SUBT.  I  will,  my  Lord,  I  will. — My  dear,  I 
would  fpeak  with  you. 

[Exeunt  STEWARD  and  WIFE. 

B.  SPEND.  Now,  QUIRK,  fly  dire&ly,  and  provide 
the  third  witnefs,  that  we  may  finifh  our  fortrefs, 
againft  all  afifault. 

QUIRK.  We  muft  bid  high  then,  my  Lord. 

B.  SPEND.  Spare  for  nothing,  my  dear  friend : 

the  cafh  is  forthcoming. 

[Exit  QUIRK. 

Here,  FRISSURE. 

FRISS.  Milor! 

B.  SPEND.  Order  the  Chair  to  the  door  dire&ly ; 
and  do  you  hear — defire  all  the  fervants  to  be  in  rea- 
dinefs  to  attend  me. 

FRISS.  I  vill,  Milor. 

[  Exeunt  fevcpally. 


END   OF   THE   FIRST    ACT. 


ACT 


THE  CONTENDING  BROTHERS-      81 
ACT    II. 

SCENE    I. 
THE     STREET. 

SPENDALL  and  TIRLAH  enter  as  juft  landed. 

LORD  SPEND.  Stop,  TIRLAH  ; — -let  us  wait  a  mi 
nute  here: — -Andrew  may  mifs  us,  elfe. And  now, 

my  faithful  fellow-traveller,  you  are  welcome,  once 
more,  to  Old  England. 

TIL.  Indeet,  ant  I  likes  oult  Englant  vwell 
enough  ;  becafe  it  Jives  next  door  to  oult  Irelant, 

L.  SPEND.  I  would  give  a  great  deal,  TIRLAH;, 
that  you  could  get  rid  of  that  abominable  brogue. 

TIRL.  Och,  never  mint  it  Maifter ;  it  becomes  an 
anift  man,  better  than  fhoes  becomes  a,  rafcal.  But 
Maifter. 

L.  SPEND.  Well,  TIRLAH. 

TIRL.  Ifhint  itftrange,  now,  dhat  fwen  I  fpeaks 
french,  no  body  fwints  fault  width  my  englifli ! 

L.  SPEND.  Ha,  ha !  there  is  a  reafon  for  that, 
TIRLAH. — But,  tell  me,  my  old  companion,  are  not 
you  tir'd  of  travelling  f 

TIRLAH.  Nat  much— faith  I  vwould  go  as  far, 
again,  to  fee  eidher  a  friend,  or  an  anifl  man, 

L.  SPEND.  I  perceive  you  have  not  been  abroad  for 
nothing  :  you  have  been,  making  your  obfervations, 
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TIRLAH.  Yes, — 'dhere  is.  no  vwant  of  bad  exam, 
pies,  to  be  fure,  if  a  body  had  dhe  grace  to  follow 
dhem.  Dhe  Sun  himfelf  is  a  great  traveller,  Maefler ; 
and  yet  fwat  does  ht  fee— but  dhat  Laa  is  a  pick 
pocket  ;  dhat  Office  is  a  faacy  rafhchal ;  that  money 
is  dhe  befc  mefienger  to  all  markets;  and  that  Inte- 
refht  is  the  fwprfhip  of  aall  religions,  dear  ? 

L.  SPEND.  If  you  will  write  me  your  remarks,  on 
the  countries  through  which  we  have  pafled,  I  wil^ 
make  you  a  prefent  of  fifty  pieces,  Ti  RLAH. 

T  i  R.LAH.  FA i  DTK,  ant  I  vwould'nt  matter  to  give 
you  a  tootch  of  dhat  fame,  fwor  nothing. — In  En- 
giant  here,  dhere  is  plenty  of  every  thing,  but  good 
manners.  Ant  in  France,  dhey  have  more  fwine 
manners  dhan  any  thing  elfe. — Ant  in  Holland,  dhey 
looks  fwor  nothing  but  fwhat  they  have  got — dhe  mo 
ney  dhe  money.- — Ant  in  Spain,  dhey're  fo  prcud  as 
dhe  devil,  becafe  dhey  haf  nothing  to  do. — -Ant  in 
Jt'ly-um— intraath  I  have  very  little  tofay  'bout  It'iy, 
only  as  I  belief  dhey  vwould  be  glad  to  keep  dhere 
vwives  to  dhemfelves,  and  dhat  it  vwould  be  fafer  to 
{hake  hands  vwid  dhe  oult  boy,  dhan  vwidh  a  young 
Petticoat,  Maitfer. 

L.  SPEND.  Hey  !~who  comes  here,  with  fo  many 
footmen,  in  his  train  ? — Some-  Jackanapes,  I  fuppofe, 
jufl  in  poffeflion  of  his  fortune,  and  flatting  into  his 
firfl  courfe  of  vanity,  and  intemperance. 
BEN.  SPENDALL,  in  a  Chair,  with  fix  Footmen,  paffcs  over  the  Stage. 

Ha !  Ihould  I  not  know  that  face  ?- — run,  TIRLAH, 
and  enquire  to  whom  that  equipage  belongs. 

[Exit  TIRLAH. 

My 
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My  brother,  BENJAMIN  SPENDALL,  as  I  take  it, 
and  in  mourning,  too — what  can  this  mean  ?  per 
haps  for  our  noble  father  ! — no — I  received  letters 
from  him,  within  this  fortnight, — Ah !  who  can 
can  allure  himfelf  of  life,  for  half  that  time  ? — With 
fuch  a  retinue,  too ! — If  it  is  he,  I  doubt  fome  foul 
play  : — my  abfence  left  room  for  practice. 

[  TIRLAH  returns. 

Well,  TIRLAH,  what  news  ? — who  is  this  grand 
man,  with  his  length  of  attendants  ? 

TIRLAH.  He  cant  be  any  relation  of  yours,  maifler, 
becafe  he  is  dhe  only  child  of  your  dead  vfadher. 

L.  SPEND.  My  father  dead  ! — O,   my   prophetic 

fears ! 

[Weeps. 

TIRLAH.  Intraath  dhis  is  dhe  vwickedefl  vworld  I 
ever  v\va$  in,  in  aall  my  days  : — it  is  a  thief  ant  a 
murderer ;  it  has  robb'd  you  of  your  eftate,  and 
faken  away  your  life,  into  the  bargain.  ~ 

L.  SPEND.  My  life,  man  ? 

TIRLAH.  Yes  indeet. — Tis  down  in  dhe  gazette 
in  black  and  fwite  ; — -dhey  kilt  you  in  Bruflels,  you 
are  deat  and  buried,  in  Flanders. 

L.  SPEND.  Before  I  difcover  myfelf,  I  will  go  and 
enquire  into  the  nature  of  this  villainy. — Step  you  to 
our  inn,  .TIRLAH,  and  wait  there,  till  my  return  ; 
pieanwhile,  fend  Andrew  for  the  reft  of  our  luggage 
from  on  board  .— dont  be  out  of  the  way  now,  I  re- 
<jueftyqu? 

[Exit. 


TIRLAH. 
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TIRLAH.  My  poor  dear  maifter! — my  poor  dear 

maifter. 

[Looks  after  him,  and  wipes  his  eyes. 

SCENE     II. 

Ta  TIRLAH,  QUIRK  enters,  and  walks  about,  eyeing  him  earneftly. 

QUIRK.  Here's  a  fellow  who  feems  cut  out  for  my 
purpofe ; — he  looks  the  very  picture  of  anxiety  and 

diftrefs. 

[Afide. 

TIRLAH.  Fwat  vwould  dhe  man  be  at,  vwidh  his 
fcouting,  and  reconnoitring  a  body? — I  belief  he 
takes  me  -fa  or  a  town  in  Flanders,  and  is  going  to 
draw  the  lines  of  circumvaluation. 

QELIRK,  Sir,  your  moft  humble  fervant. — Pray 
Sir,  may  I  take  the  liberty  of  craving  your  name  ? 

TIRLAH.  TIRLAH  O'FLAHERTY,  Sir,  at  your  far- 
vice. 

QUIRK,  Sir,  I  perceive  you  are  from  Ireland, — a 
ftne  country,  I  am  told, 

TIRLAH^  Yes  Sir,  I  would  kick  any  man,  out  of 
company  dhat  vwould  be  amamed  of  my  conntry . 

QUIRK.  Sir,  I  myfelf  have  the  honour  to  be  of 
Jri(h  extraction :  my  grandmother  was  an  O'GoL- 

LAGHER. 

TIRLAH.  Give  me  your  hant,  Cumin  ! — dhe 
OfGoL  LAG  HERS,  fwormerly,  vwere  fwofterers  to  the 
iioble  family  of  dhe  O'FLAHERTIES. 

QUIRK.  Coufm,  you  do  me  honour.  I  think 
layfelf  happy  in  meeting  with  you, — How  long  have 

you 
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you  been  in  London  ?  Is  there  any  thing  I  can  ferve 
you  in  ? — Do  you  want  friends  ? — do  you  want  mo 
ney  ? 

EIRLAH.  Mima,  I  belief  a  man  vwould  fooner 
find  a  paving-ftone,  dhan  eidher  dhe  vwone,  or  dhe 
odhcr. 

QUIRK.  London  is  an  expenfive  place,  my  dear 
Coufin. — Conie — you  may  have  occafions — you  (hall 
divide  this  purfe  with  me — or  hang  it,  take  it  all — I 
€an  be  fupplied,  at  pleafure. 

TIRLAH.  NoCufhin,  dont  axe  me. 

QUIRK.  You  muft  take  it. 

TIRLAH.  Dont  prefs  me. 

QUIRK.  Pfha,  this  is  but  a  trifle,  between  friends, 
and  couftns,  like  us. 

TIRLAH.  Vwell,  vwell,  I  cant  but  love  and  thank 
you,  Cuihin  O'Gallagher. 

[Taking  the  purfe,  fpeaks  afide. 

I  obfarves,  fwen  dhe  divil  comes  vwidh  a  bribe  in 
vwone  hand,  he  has  always  fome  mifchief  arwoot  in 
dhe  odher. 

Vwell,  Cuihin,  and  fwat  muft  I  do  fwor  all  dhis 
money  ? — how  many  throats  muft  I  cut  ? — or  rnuft  I 
fet  the  Tames  o'fwire  ? 

,  QUIRK.  Nothing  difficult,  or  dangerous,  my  dear 
coufm  O'FLAHERTY.— You  muft  know  that,  a  fhoit 
time  ago,  a  Nobleman  died  here,  ons  Lord 
ALL. 
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TIRLAH.  Spendall,  is't  ?— Spendall  ? 

QUIRK.  Why— eh —  do  you  know  any  of  the  fa 
mily  ? 

TIRLAH.  Yes,  yes ; — dhere's  a  great  many  of  dhe 
SPEND- ALL'S  in  my  country. 

QUIRK.  Oh — this  is  an  Englifh  family. — So,  as  I 
was  telling  you,  this  Lord  SPENDALL  had  two  fons  ; 
— the  elder,  a  mere  niggardly  good-for-nothing,  with- 
a  heart  as  fqueezed,  and  narrow,  as  a  young  peacod. 
The  younger,  a  gallant  fellow,  bountiful  as  the 
fhowers  in  may,  with  a  foul  as  open  as  the  gates  of  a 
city. — The  elded  Brother  was  fent  to  travel,  as  it 
did  not  fignify  three-pence  what  became  of  him ; 
and  the  Father,  falling  ill,  bequeathed  his  fortune 
to  the  fon  who  he  knew  would  make  a  generous  ufe 
of  it, 

TIRLAH.  Vwell,  and  fwat  magnified  to  fwhich  he 
left  his  fwortine,  fo  t'was  to  his  own  child  ?  two  bro 
thers  is  all  vwone  and  dhe  fame  thing,  you  know. 

Qui  RK.  Right,  very  right  my  dear  friend.— Well, 
and  fo,  my  Lord  made  his  will,  in  proper  form,  to 
which"  I,  and  two  gentlemen  niore  were  witneffes ; 
but,  the  misfortune  of  it  is,  that,  before  the  will 
could  be  duly  proved,  one  of  the  witneffes  died  fud- 
denly,  and  we" now  want  another  to  fill  his  placea 
that's  all. 

TIRLAH.  But  would'nt  you,  your  own  felf  sfwear 
to  the  will  ? 

Qu  i  RK.  Before  any  court  in  Chriftendom. 

TIRLAH. 
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TIULAH.  Vwcli  dhen,  mayn't  any  ajiiil  fellow 
sfwear  to  fwat  you  sfiyear  ?  ifn'i  it  all  vwon  oath, 
fwor  his  confcience,  and  fwor  your  own  confcience  ? 

QUIRK.  The  very  thing!  the  very  thing ! 

TIRLAH.  All  you  vwant  of  me?  fhure,  is  to  fland 
godmother  to  dhe  dead  vwitnefs. 

QUIRK.  Nothing  more,  in  the  world,  I  affure  you. 

TIRLAH.  I  remember,  fw en  I  lived  vwidth  fquire 
Macavwadhy,  in  the  county  of  Tipperary,  he  kept 

great  parcil  of  howinds ;  and  fwen  vwe  vwould 
ride  out,  of  a  fwine  maarning,  and  dhat  any  anift 
dog  vwould  open  his  mouth  $  dhe  reft  vwould  all  fet 
up  dhere  throats,  and  fwollow  him,  like  bev witched, 

Ivwidhoujt  ever  minding  dhe  fight  or  dhe  fcent  of  dhe 
hare.— Ant  fo  dhey  tells  me,  dhat  in  all  dhe  great 
houfes  of  parliament,  beyant  fea^  fwen  any  cliver  fel 
low  begins  to  open — all  his  frients  and  anift  follow 
ers  joins  the  cry,  vwidhout  ever  axing  a  queftion 
about  dhe  right,  or  dhe  wrong,  dear. 

QUIRK.  Give  me  your  hand,  my  dear  coufm ; 
upon  my  word,  you  are  a  moft  ingenious  and  enter 
taining  companion  !— Gome,  we  will  fettle  all  matters 
at  the  George,  yonder,  over  dinner,  and  an  excel 
lent  bottle  of  wine. 

TIRLAH.  Sir,  I  fwojlow  you  inftantly? 

[  Exit  QUIRK. 

Fwell,  fwell,  my  dear  Cufhin  Q'GOLLAGHER  !  'naff 
you  ar'n't  cufhin'd  by  your  dear  cufhin  O'Fi-  AHERTY 
I  vwill  give  ray  head  fwror  a  block  to  dhe  next  barber. 
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^ftg$i)  *  C  E  N  E    %»*  .H*%:;'  | 

MISS      GOODLY'S 

s  ao? mro tfcoy  io    "          .          -;.ipn  ?.in  toTrt 

Miss     GOODLY  and  MELISSANDSLA 

Dear  madam  !  why,  at  this  rate,  ypu  will 
certainly  die  of  joy,  before  you  carj  fee  my  Lord  1~- 
Be  more  calm  at  leaft,— keep  fome  temper. 

IVIiss  G,  Temper,  child  ! — I  fcorn  it. — -He  conies, 
he  returns  at  laft  ! — here  it  is,  ur^der  his  hand  !  jufl 
going  to  fet  forward,  \yhen  he  wrote  ;  he  is  npw  fy 
on  his  way  ;—perhaps  near  hia  journey's  end ;— rperr 
hap?  already  landed !  kii^d  Heayen  !-r-after  five  years 
pf  te^iou^  abfence,  fliall  I  live  to  that  dear,  tha,t 
blifsful  peripd  f— 7— J3ut,  how  comes  it  that  ypu  dpn^ 
enquire  affer  our  friend,  Mr.  O?FL^.H^RTY  ?  my 

s  us  his  compliments,  here,  I  affure  you. 
,  Lord  madam,  how  you  tal^  !-^\yh^?s  Mr, 
P?FLAHERTY  to  me  ? 

>5iss  G.  Ah,  you  fly,  feypocritical  {Jut  !-r-He?e, 
if  yPu  w°n>t  ^e5.ieYe  me2  Tea^l  it  yourfelf, 

M[£L.  P^aj  nq^-^rhp.w  can  yoiii  feajz^  a  bpdy  fo. 

SCENE     IVf 

.scrfa*  ^o  cfsj^d  3n»i 

Mrs.  MJDNIGHT  enters  in  a  pretended  alarm,1 

MID.  Ah  !  Miss  GOODLY  !  Miss  GOODLY!!^— «? 
my  dear  young  lady  !>— I  am  forry  to  have  a  tongue 
for  evil  news  ! — you  muft  hear  it,  ho\vever,  but  too 
fo©n !— -aye  aye  !-r-rbad  news  js  a  willing  mefsenger, 

and 
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artd  light  of  foot, — -but  any  thing  that's  gdod  comes 
feldom,  and  flo\v< 

Miss  G.  What  would  the  woman  be  at  ?-^-fpeak!- — 
you  fright  me  to  death ! 

MID.  Heaven's  peace  be  with  him  ! — he  is  well 
out  of  the  way,  for  himfelf,  to  be  fure.  His  father 
has  left  all,  from  him,  to  his  brother,  Mr.  BENJAMIN 
SPEND ALL.—^Poor  young  gentleman ! — and  your  old 
lover,  too,  Miss  GOODLY— but  that's  a  great  while 
ago.— He  was  killed  in  a  duel,  the  other  day,  by  a 
german  count,  in  Flanders. 

Miss  G.  Oh  ! 

[faints,  they  place  herin  a  chair. 

MEL.  You  wicked  wicked  woman  ! 

MID.  Ad's  my  life!  how  heavily  me  takes  it! — > 
kere,  keep  her  up — chafe  her  temples!—-* 

MEL.  She  begins  to  recover— fto—fhe  is  dropt  into 
another  fit ! — * 

MID.  Blefsus!  what  a  bufiftefs  i's  here  !— I  arh 
fure  I  did  not  come  to  afflict  her,  not  I. — Lack  a  day! 
our  life  is  but  too  fhort  for  the  mofi  we  can  make 
on't. — Grief  fhould  never  be  let  in,  except  on  a  vifit 
qf  ceremony,-— for  a  call,  and  away. 

MEL.  What  a  heart  youmuft  have,  you  harden5  d 
wretch  ! — to  come  upon  her  fo  fuddenly,  with  the 
death  of  the  man  fhe  loved ! 

MID.  Hey  day! — what  a  flutter  is  here,  for  the 
lofs  of  a  iingle  lover  ! — Bleffings  be  praifed,  there  is 
no  dearth  among  the  fellows,  Mifs  Goodly  need  not 
defpair. — If  fhe  had  carried  away  the  tit-le,  and  eftate, 

indeed5 
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indeed,  there  would  be  fome  reafon  to  grieve :  but^ 
as  it  happens,  he  has  left  the  bed  part  of  him  behind  j 
and  your  Miitrefs  may  ftill  be  Lady  Vifcountefs 
SPENDALL,  as  foon  as  ever  fhe  pleafes^ 

Miss  G.< — MILLY* — take  that  creature  away. 

MEL.-^-Come  Mrs*  MIDNIGHT,  away! — 
yr;:MiB>—  Marry  come  up,  indeed!  I  am  welcome 
to  houfes  of  as  good  fortune  and  fafhion*  madam,  na 
difparagement  to  Mifs  GOODLY,  I  would  have  you  to 
know,  madam  !— -AVhat  a  fufs  is  here  truly !— but  I 
wont  be  fo  forward  with  my  goodnature,  in  a  hurry, 
and  fo  you  may  tell  your  Miftrefs,  Mrs. — Gompaa 

nion— ' iforfdo  th . 

[Exit. 
MELISSAND*A  follows  her  to  the  aoor,  and  returns. 

MEL.  A  fl ranger,  rnadam,  with  letters  from  Bruf- 
fels,  defires  leave  to  attend  you; 

Miss  G.  Alas!  perhaps  from  m^  deceafe<i  Lord ! 
admit  him  diredly^  and  retire* 

SCENE   v, 

Lord  Sl»E^DAtL  enter*,  difguifecL 

L.  SPEND,  Ha ! — fhe  endeavours  to  fiipprefs  fortfe 
rifing  forrow  !^— Oh !— 4f  thofe  dear  teats  have  flow'd 
frorri  fhe  opinion  of  my  death— life,  henceforward, 
will  indeed  be  precious  ! — it  will  be  t6  live  to1  happi- 
iiefs— 16  rapture  ! 

Miss  G.  Is  your  bufiriefs  ivith  trie,   Sir  ? 

1.  SPE^TD  With  Mifs  GOODLY,  Madam; 

Miss  G.  Proceed  Sir,— my  name  is 
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L<  SPEND*  I  am  an  unhappy  Englifhman,  lady,*— 
On  my  return  to  my  native  country,  after  a  long  ab- 
fence*  I  had  the  fortune,  at  Bruflels,  to  meet  young 
Lord  SPENDALL,  who  recommended  me  to  your 
compafiion,  with  this  certificate,  lady* 

delivers  a  letter, 

Miss  G;  Do  not  wonder,  Sir,  that  my  hand  fhould 
tremble,  or  my  voice  faulter — I  had  a  great  refpeft 
for  his  Lordfhip  ! — RefpecT: !  oh  wherefore  this  dif- 
guife  ? — there  can  be  no  indecency,  fure,  in  owning 
a  pailion  for  the  dead  ! —  I  loved—-!  adored  him— • 
I  lived  but  for  him,  and  if  ever  grief  was  mortal,  1 
fhall  not  furvive  him  !< — Come  thou  precious  relick ! 
— come  to  my  lips — come  to  my  bofom- — never  more 
to  be  divided,  but  to  lie  in  one  grave  together  !— * 

[Weeps. 

L.  SPEND.  Rapture ! — Extacy  ! — 

Miss  G.  Pray,  Sir,  this  unhappy  event— was  it 
before  yoii  left  Bruflels  ? 

L.  SPEND-  No  madam,-*- 1  did  not  heat-  of  my 
Lord's  death,  until  I  arrived  in  London ;  nay,  I 
cannot  yet  give  credit  to  fo  idle  a  report. 

Miss  G.  Not  credit  the  report,  do  you  fay  ?*-*• 
Oh  how  flattetirig  is  hope  !— how  fweet  the  poflibili- 
ty  of  what  the  foul  is  athirft  for  !— 

L.  SPEND.  I  did  not  leave  Bruflels j  until  after  the 
day  in  Which  this  duel  is  faid  to  have  been  fought  j 
and  my  Lord  was  then  well,  and  juft  embarking  for 
England. 

Miss  G.^-Sir— Oh  Sir— *do  not  deceive  me ! — 

L.  SPEND.  1  do  net  deceive  you,  Lady !— ^ Before 

I 
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I  took  paffage  for  England,  my  Lord  was  already 
6n  his  Way. 

Miss  G.  What!  in  health- — retufning  !*-*it  is  too 
ftitich— it  is  irftpoffible ! 

L.  SPEND.  Nothing  rriofe  certain  :     He  is   this 


Miss  G.  What  iri  Englarid^-in  London  her 
day— in  this  very  place  e^pe&ed ! 

L.  ^PESTD.  Be  not  alarm' d  madam  !— 3  ant  con- 
Adent  he  is  afready  landed— that  he  purpbfes  to  at 
tend  you— that  he  tf ill  be  here  within  this  hour--* 
M!  of  fove-^-of  grateful  rapture ! — of  exultation— 
6f  adoration-^thus  to  pour  forth  his  vows,  hid  ex- 
iftance  at  your  feet  I 

Lord'  SpfcNDAiLL  krteels  ;  as  his  cft%iife  gradually  fafls  off,  Mifs 
O66C1.Y  retreats,  in  aflonifhment ;  on  a  full  difcovery,  fhe  fhrieks!— 
MELISANDRA  runs  in,  and  Catches  her,  ^s  fhe  fells,  hdf  fainting  ia 
her  arms. 

MEL.  My  God !   what  is  the  matter,    madam  ? 

Miss  G.  I  arri  funrmon'd-1— -See  where  he  {lands, 
as  when  living,— the  fpirit  of  my  departed  Lord ! 

MEL,  Blefs  us  !— in  the  name  of  all  that's  holy, 
who  and  what  are  you>  Sir  ? 

Mi&s- G.  Living  or  dead,  thus 

[  Runs  and  embraces  him. 

Gracious  Heaven ! —  'tis  he  hinifelf — my  Love  ! — 
my  loft  and  found ! — my  HE>HIY!  oh — my  HENRY!— 

L.  SPEND.  Spirit  of  my  heart  ! — How  does  this 
blifsful  moment  film  up,  within  itfelf,  a  whole  life  of 
vulgar  happinefs  ! 

MissG.  Was  there  no  duel,  then?— no  danger 
*f  the  lofs  of  more  than  life,  to  your  CHARLOTTC  ? 


THE  CONTENDING  BROTHERS.       93 

L.  SPEND,  No,  my  love  :  it  was  only  a  part  of 
thofe  infernal  fchemes,  contrived  to  deprive  me  of  my 
title,  and  inheritance,--But  what  are  titles,  and  eftates, 
or  the  world,  and  all  its  wealth,  compared  to  a  mo 
ment  like  this  ? 

Miss  G.— rrOhmy  HENRY!  I  yet  gaze,  and  tremble, 
and  doubt  of  the  reality  of  my  happinefs. — But  ftill, 
there  are  other  concerns,  to  which  it  becomes  necek 
fary  to  attend. — Your  brother  BENJAMIN  gives  out 
that  your  father  bequeathed  him  the  whole  of  his 
fortune. 

L  SPEND.  That  my  dear  and  tender  father  (hould 
have  treated  me  with  fuch  iuiuflice,  is  qujt£  impofli- 
ble,  my  love. 

Miss  G.  Impoflibilities  may  be  proved,  my  Lord ; 
—to  money,  all  things  are  poflible.  'Tis  at  Law  as  at 
Arms — where  the  finews  of  war  are,  the  banner  will 
be  beft  atte  nded.  Your  brother  is  in  poffeffion,  and 
in  the  receipt  of  20,000!  a  year ;  and  little  iefs  than  as 
large  a  revenue  will  be  able  to  eject  him. 

L.  SPEND.  I  go,  to  fee  with  what  effrontery  he 
dare  to  ftand  againft  truth,  and  the  fight  of  an  el 
der  brother. 

Miss  G.  Ah  my  Lord !  beware  that  he  is  not 
prepared  to  receive  you,  and  to  confirm  his  treache 
ry,  by  fome  ad  of  violence. 

L.  SPEND.  Fear  nothing,  my  love!  I  wi|l  not 
gp  unattended. 

Miss 
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Miss  G.  My  HENRY  [-—cither  now,  or  hi  any 
future  period  of  life—may  I  never  know  a  lofs  that 
I  freeze  but  to  think  of  !-«Snatch  me,  hea\  en,  be 
forehand,  from  a  wretchednefs  that  nature  could  not 
fupport ! 

L.  SPEND.  When  I  live  not  for  my  CHARLOTTE, 

may  I  ceafe  to  e^ift ! 

[Exeunt 


*    -'* 


OF  THE  S5CONQ  ACT. 
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ACT        «t- 

^-^;SCENE     I.  .l/'^tf&. 

,-HoUSE. 


SUBTRACTION  and  his  WIFE  enter, on  oppofite fides. 

WIFE.  Eh! — what's  the  matter  ?— why  do  you 
look  fo  pale  ? 

SUBT.  Oh — I  am  done  for,  GUI^NY! — I  fliall 
never  be  my  own  man  again  ! 

WIFE.  Hey  day! — what's   toward  now,  1  trow  ? 

SUBT.  Nay,  I  know  you  won't  believe  me— you 
believe  nothing  but  what  you  pleafe,  you  know.^ 
But  if  I  have  eyes — if  you  will  allow  me  any  fort  of 
fenfes  at  all — if  I  am  here,  or  you  are  there — I  faw 
him,  my  dear  GUINNY! 

WIFE.  Saw  whom,  what,  when  ? — faw  the  ghoft 
of  the  devil,  I  think ;  nothing  lefs  could  have  put 
you  into  fuch  a  fright. 

SUBT.  Worfe,  worfe,  my  dear  GUINNY  ;•— our 
ybnrig  lord,  bur  young  rnafter,  juft  as  he  were  living, 
and  looking  rue  in  the  face. 

SUBT. 
L 
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WIFE,  Our  young  lord  ?— what  a  fanciful  old  fool 
it  is. 

SUBT.  As  I  hope  to  be  faved  now,  GUINNY^-* 
or  rather,  as  I  fear  there  is  no  falvation  for  fuch  a 
Tinner  !— juft  as  I  popt  from  an  entry — thefe  eyes  will 
not  let  me  belie  them,  they  faw  him  full  before  them ; 
and  inftantly  I  flunk  back,  like  a  ferpent  that  had 
flung  him,  and  fear'd  his  veangeance* 

WIFE.  Ghoft,  or  fubflance,  noodle  !  he  has  no 
bufinefs  here  now,  you  know* — What  a  quaking  old 
piece  of  crazy  houihold  fluff  it  is. 

SUBT.  Don't  tell  me,  woman,  don't  tell  me.— 
Dead  or  alive,  I  will  fall  at  his  feet,  implore  his  mer 
cy,  and  confefs  all. 

WIFE-  Confefs  ! — confefs,  indeed  !< — why  you  lit 
tle  driveling,  doating,  daftard,  what  is  it  you  would 
be  at  ? — But  you  had  better  not  provoke  me  ! — you 
had  better ! — 

SUBT.  Flefh  and  blood  can't  bear  this  ufage. 

WIFE.  But  {kin  and  bone  fhall,  firrah — fkin  and 
tone  fhall. 

SCENE      II 

wsi  I~- a-isrij  -j-is  UOY  :io  £  &H  ;:;£'  I  1 
BEN,  SPENDALL  enters* 

x  „  4 *    -vf.Vv..^i  rrsr^''7     U-rA."   ,  fHOrf'ff    "J^"!    .TliV.^ 

B.  SPEND.  Hey  ! — what,  at  variance,  my  good 
friends  ? — for  fhame  ! — let  us  agree  among  ourfelves 
at  leaft,  I  befeech  ye. 

WIFE.  Bleflings  on  your  fweet  face  ;  but  this  old 
doating  dunderhead  here,  would  perfuade  me  that 

he's 
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he's  juft  come   from  feeing   the  ghoft  of  t  your  bro 
ther. 

B.   SPEND.    Ha  !-—  my  brother  ! — where,  when  ? 

SUBT.  Not  an  hour  ago,  my  lord  ;  he  appear'd  to 
me,  in  broad-day,  near  Pall  Mall. 

B.  SPEND.  Nay — it  may  be  himfelf,  for  aught  I 
know. 

SUBT.  Himfelf  ?—O  laws  I-^-tthat's  worfe  again  ;-— 
I  had  rather  it  were  his  ghoft,  all  to  nothing ! 

B.  SPEND.  Ay  truly,  fo  would  I,  and  a  round 
thoufand  into  the  bargain.— Why,  I  know  no  more 
of  his  death,  than  what  you  yourfelves  told  me, 

SUBT.  Ah,  my  heavy  curfe  on,  that  German 
Count,  and  his  meffenger  ! 

B,  SPEND.  Why,  as  you  fay,  'tis  damn'd  unlucky, 
faith  ; — who  the  devil  could  have  dream'd  of  this  ? — » 
what  an  impertinent  obtru4er  !-Wo  unfeafonable — 
the  moft  troublefome  kinfman  I  ever  had  in  my  life, 
— Well,  my  dear  friends,  there  is  no  other  help  now; 
we  have  nothing  left  for  it,  but  to  flick  to  the  text — f 
my  father's  will,  ye  know. 

WIFE.  Very  true,  my  lord,  very  true, 

SUBT.  Lack-a-day,  mailer,  what  can  I  do  ?  I  am 
but  a  very  weak  and  infirm  old  man  j— thefe  hams  of 
mine,  I  doubt,  will  never  bear  me  up  againfl  truth, 
and  your  brother,  and  the  weight  of  my  own  confer 
ence. 

B.  SPEND.  Then  die  in  a  ditch,  and  be  damn'd, 
rafcal ! — If  you  chufe  to  forego  your  equipage,  eafe, 
opulence,  refpecl:,  and  attendance,  for  a  little  cow 
ardly  fcruple^-amay  poverty,  misfortune,  difgracef 

an 
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and  my  brother,  fall,  with  all  their  weight,  upon 
you  ! 

WIFE.  Amen,  amen  !  —  with  mine  and  my  chil 
dren's  curfe,  as  heavy  as  ten  mill-Hones  ! 

SUET.  Bleffings  fhield  as  !  —  that  is  very  terrible  \ 
—Well,  well,  I  will  then  —  pray  Heaven  to  flrength- 
en  me. 

B,  SPEND-  For  fhame,  man  !—^be  firm  to  your- 
felf,  to  your  family,  to  your  friend,  and  a  good 
6aufe.:-*-You  know  the  will  is  my  father's  will,  a 
good  will,  an  excellent  will,  and  wanted  nothing 
but  ta  be  witneffed  by  thofe  who  knew  it  to  be  fo. 

SUBT.  True,  fir,  'tis  very  true--~-I  am  fatisfied  in 
my  mind  now,  I  think~-I  wonder  what  came  over 
jne.  —  1  beg  pardon  —  for  a  minute—  till  I  try  to  re- 


eever 

•xT-r      TTT    tExitwithWlFE< 

li,   IS!    11.         111. 


enters 


-     .?'f  ^T:r 


QUIRK,  My  Lord,  my  Lord  !—  your  brother  is 
certainly  returned^  and  probably  will  be  here  with 
in  this  half  hour,  .:ffy/  ti«j 

B.  SB  END*  Have  you  got  the  third  witnefs  I 
QUIRK.  Aftaunch  one,  I  warrant  him  —  I  left  him 
at  the  tavern,  i&  the  care  of  a  friend,  who  will  bring 
him  here  directly.^In  the  mean  time,  being  informed 
that  your  brother  was  landed,  I  ran  and  marked  a 
writ  againft  him  for  20,00©!.  He  is  now  a  ftranger 
in?  London,  without  friends  or  money,  and  will  find 
it  Jmpoffible  to  g€t  bail  fpr  fo  large  a  fum.—  I  have 
aa  ofT.cer  with  lus  bailiffs  in  the  next  room.  —  So 

let 
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let  your  brother  come  at  his  peril  j  we  are  prepared 
for  his  reception. 

B.  SPEND.  Ay — this  has  a  face — this  'will  do. — 
My  dear,  dear  QUIRK!  you  fliall  judge,  and  meafurc 
out  the  reward  of  yourfervices. 

SCENE      IV. 
MRS.  MIDNIGHT  enters. 

MID.  My  Lord,  ray  Lord  ! — O  my  breath!— this 
hafty  news,  with  the  old  phtific! — I  am  almoft 
choak'd  in  your  fervife, — No  time  to  be  loft,  though  ; 
—This  plaguey  brother  of  yours,— he  is  come,  that's 
pos — plump  upon  us —  fo  out  of  feafon — he  will 
not  give  us  time  to  fettle  his  affairs  for  him. 

B.  SPEND.  Well,  don't  be  frighten'd  ;  we  are 
readier  than  you  think  forr  Your  nephew  here,  my 
good  friend  QUIRK,  has  finifhed  the  bufmefs. 

Mie.  Ay—- he  i*  a  promifing  youth  truly —  it 
muft  be  a  ftrange  world,  where  fuch  a  genius  fails  to 

profper. 

SCENE     V. 

-'   *"*     •*«**•'*  *^-»*-f     f.i'      ** 

SUBTRACTION  enters  in  a  fright. 

SUBT.  Sir,  fir! — O,  good  fir! — I  am  all  in  a  trem 
ble  ! — Your  brother  is  at  the  gate ! — We  are  all  un 
done,  I  fear  ! — Don't  call  me,  if  you  can  help  it !— I 
would  rather  face  all  the  ghofts  in  the  church-yard  of 
Saint  Dennis ! 

MID.  Heaven  grant  that  all  may  do  well — but  I 
have  a  fad  mifgiving  about  me. 

B.  SPEND, 
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Ik  SPEND,.  Hufli ! — I  hear  his  foot  on  the  flairs- 
Bo  you,  Mrs.  MIDNIGHT,  whip  into  that  clofet*  WQ 
may  have  occafioo.  to  fummon  you — quick  ! 

[Exit  MIDNIGHT-. 
Now,  for  a  firm  phifiognomy,  and  twenty  thoufand  t 


vear ! 


SCENE      VI. 

i  vV?  rW;vVTVT    x  <• 
Lord  SPENDALL  enters. 


BL  SPEND,  Alive,  and  in  England?  my  deareft 
brother,  welcome! 
.  L;  SPEND.  Stop,  fir  —  a  little  lefs  of  your  endear- 


I  —  When  you  convince  me  that  your  probity 
exceeds  thai  of  a  highwayman,  my  arms  mall  alfo 

«;->* 

be  open  to  receive  you. 

K  SPEND.  O?  my  Lord,  at  your  choice-^-as  cool 
and  diflant  as  you  pl«?afe  !—  But  pray,  if  you  did  not 
come  in  friendfhip,  to  what  may  I  be  indebted  for 
the,  honour  of  this  vifit  ? 

L.  SPEND,  To  the  aflertion  of  my  rights  ;  and  my 
refolution  to  clear  this  houfe  of  you,  fir,  and  your 
fcandalous  rioters. 

B.  SPEND.  My  Lord,  you  are  wonderfully  oblig^ 
ing,  in  your  concern  for  the  cecononiy  and  good 
fame  of  my  houfe. 

L.  SPEND,  p/f  your  ha\ife,  Mr,  SPENDALL  I 

B,  SPEND.  Of  my  houfe,  my  Lord  SPEND  ALL  —  . 
niy  eft  ate,  my  lands,  my  chattels,  my  family,  my 
furniture.  *ny  'every  thing—  my  Lord  SPENDALL! 

Lt  SPE^D.  I  am  amazed  at  your  eftrontery  ! 

B.SPEND, 
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B.  SPEND*  Yes,  yes — you  are  \vekorne  to  be 
amazed— I  have  no  manner  of  exception  to  your 
amazement,  my  Lord ;  nor  any  claim  to  your  title — 
my  noble  Lord  Vifcount  SPEND  ALL  !— A  title,  with 
out  an  eftate,  is  as  melancholy  as  a  fable  efcutcheoa 
over  a  tomb  $  and  as  unfrequented  as  a  £gn  poft, 
•without  houfe>  or  entertainment— ha,  ha,  hal! — A 
poor  Lord  is  poorer,  again,  than  the  poorer!  of  aft 
other  things— a  poor  gentleman  !-— ha>  ha,  ha  I 

L.  SPEND.  Take  care,  friend  ! — the  name  of  a. 
brother  yet  protects  you  from  the  chaftifement  that  a 
villain  deferves.- — Your  forged  -account  of  my  death, 
gave,  at  firft,  fome  colour  of  right  to  your  ufarpation; 
but,  by  what  title,  now,  do  you  pretend  to  fupport  It  ? 

B.  SPEND,  A  flender  title-,  brother-— only  the  will 
of  the  owner* 

L.  SPEND*  O,  my  father  made  a  will,  then,  ;as  it 
fhould  feern. 

B.  SPEND.  A  fort  of  a  one,  my  Lord* 

L<*<  '  '   Ti  r          T    i*       "•     ^ 

.  SPE^F>.  May  I  fee  it  r 

'  ....,      Tvf  ?«•  |1")^.«^' 

B.  SPEND.  Ay,  ay — ^fee  it,  why  not; — I  am  far 
from  refuflng  you  that  Fatis'faftion,  on  my  word. — 
Here  it  is>  — now  you  have  feen  it. 

££uts  it  again  ifcto  his  poclcet. 

QUIRK.  Pray,  pardon  us,  my  Lord,  any  farther 
indulgence. — The  courts  are  open  to  all  claims. — If 
you  think  yourfelf  aggriev'd,  you  know  th^  way  to 
your  redrefs. 

L,  SPEND.  And  pray,  good  interpofmg  fir,  what 
are  you  ? 

QUIRK, 


102     THE  CONTENDING  BROTHERS. 

QUIRK.  Of  Clifford's  Inn,  my  Lord;  and  alfo  a 
fubfcribing  witnefs  to  the  will  of  the  deceafed. 

L.  SPEND.  To  your  own  will,  you  fhouldfay. — But 
come,  brother !  I  never  was  of  a  greedy  or  grudging 
difpofition.  Though  I  1  ove  juflice,  I  hate  litigation 
— Give  me  but  fair  proof  ;  give  me  but  a  likelihood 
of  a  bequeft  in  your  favour,  'and  I,  myfelf,  mall  be 
the  next  to  fubfcribe  to  your  good  fortune. 

QUIRK.  The  wind  begins  to  veer  about,  fir,  and 
the  port  is  in  profpecl ! 

[Afide. 

L.  SPEND.  You  have  more  witnefles,  I  fuppofe. 

B.  SPEND.  Yes,  my  Lord — be  fide  this  gentleman, 
there  is  SUBTRACTION,  whom  you  know,  our  noble 
father's  old  and  honed  fteward  ;  alfo  another  gen 
tleman,  who  promifed  to  be  here  within  this  hour.— 
Pray,  ftep,  and  enquire,  Mr.  QUIRK  ;  if  lie  is  come, 

bring  him  up  dire&ly. 

[Exit  QUIRK 

All  on  open  deck — no  concealments,  my  Lord,  be 
lieve  me — nothing  under  hatches  ! 

L.  SPEND.  May  I  fee  the  ftewird,  brother  ? 

B.  SPEND.  Yes — fee  him, — by  all  means. — SUB* 
TRACTION,  SEBTRACTION. 

C  t  V 

STEWARD  enters  trembling. 

SUBT.  Did  your  honour  call  ?    •    • 
Lord  blefs  us ! — who  could  have  expected  fo  fee  you 
here>  my  young  mailer  ? 

poor 
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L.  SPEND.  What  it  the  man  feared  at  ? — Come 
hither,  come  nearer, — I  have  but  a  fimple  queflion, 
or  fo,  to  a(k  you. 

SUBT.  My  dear  young  Lord— a  thoufand  pardons, 
— But, — but  it  -was  none  of  my  fault,  you  know. — 
I  am  but  a  fervant ;  an  underling ;  a  hanger  on  for 
bread. — We  all  thought  you  dead. — And,  when  my 
young  matter,  there,  order'd  me  to — to — I  fay,  when 
your  noble  father  order'd  me  to— to  fign  my  name, 
and  fo  —was  it  for  me  to  rebel  againfl  the  command 
ment  of  my  young  mafter  there  ?— to  rebel,  I  fay, 
againft  the  commandment  of  your  noble  father,  I 
mean — noble  fir  ? 

B.  SPEND.  As  I  hope  to  be  faved,  my  Lord,  your 
appearance,  after  this  report,  has  frightened  the 
poor  fellow  out  of  his  fenfes. — He  certainly  takes 
you  for  the  ghoft  of  my  brother.— Get  you  out,  you 
old  fool ! — get  you  down  again,  and  be  damn'd  ! 

SUBT,  I  will,  I  will,  fir.— The  Heavens  blefs  you 
both! 

[Exit. 

SCENE      VII. 
QUIRK  enters,  introducing  TIRLAH. 

QUIRK.  Here  is  the  third  witnefs,  my  Lord,  that 
your  brother  has  told  you  of, 

L.  SPEND.  What,    TIRLAH  !— can  I  believe  my 


eyes  ? 


TIRL, 
M 
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TIRL.  Indeet  and  you  may,  maefter. 

L.  SPEND.  Is  this  your  witnefs,  gentlemen? — In 
the  world,  TIRL  AH,  what  could  bring  you  here, 
man  ? 

TIRL.  Dhat's  fwhat  I  vwill  tell  you.— Your  dead 
fadther  is  going  to  make  his  vwill  fhoor. 

QUIRK.  The  devil !— I  am  quite  confounded ! 

TIRL.  Ant,  myfelf  is  to  sfwear,  dhatl  did  vwitnefe 
it,  here,  in  Lundin,  fwhen  you  and  I  ywas  travel 
ing  in  Flanders. 

B.  SP.END.  We  are  blown,  we  are  loft !— -Dolt, 
dog,  villain  I-^-is  this  the  witnefs  you  have  procured  ? 

QUIRK.  Dear  fir,  pardon, — the  pretended  igno 
rance  of  this  wretch  has  betray' J  us. 

B.  SPEND,  Out,  fcoundrel  !•— thy  blood,  thy  life 
Js  but  a  poor  attonement ! 

[Praws  his  fword,  which  TIRJ, AH  breaks  with  his  flick. 

TIR.  Ah  ha !--  flay  quite,  man! — •  fhoor  you 
y wouldn't  be  after  killing  my  own  cuftun  Q'Golla- 
gher ! — I  haf  favet  you  fwor  vwonce,  my  cufhin^-^ 
And  I  hopes  to  live  to  fee  dhe  day,  fwen  myfelf 
vwill  be  crying  zalt  tears,  after  reading  your  laft 
fpeech,  dear. 

]J.  SPEND.  O,  damn  you,  damn  you  all ! 

L.  SPEND.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!— This  is  the  moil 
extraordinary  incident  I  ever  heard  of. 

TIRL.  Maeiter  dear,  give  me  leave  to  bring  you 
acquainted  vwidth  my  cufhin  O'Gollagher  here  !*-— 
Shoor  himfelf  is  of  Irifh  diflradlion;  and  his  godfa- 
ther  t>y  the  mother's  fide,  did  give  fhuck  to  vwone 

$ 
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of  dhe  noble  family  of  dhe  O'FLAHERTIES.—  In- 
traath  he  is  a  very  genteel  man  ;  and  he  did  give  me 
all  dhis  money,  my  kint  cumin  dhere,  to  do  nothing 
but  cumin  you  out  of  your  fwortune,  maefler  ;  ant 
to  sfwear,  dhat  myfelf  vwas  dhe  dead  man,  fwho  did 
vwitnefs  dhe  vwill  dhat  your  own  fadher  did  make, 
after  he  vwas  alive. 

B.  SPEND.  Brother,  I  muft  confefs  that  appearan 
ces  are  againft  me  —  the  will,  however,  I  afiure  you, 
upon  my  honour,  is  genuine—  But  —  but  one  of  the 
witnefles  dying  fuddenly,  that  fcoundrel  took  it  into 
his  head  that  it  was  neceffary,  in  point  of  form,  to 
fupply  his  place. 

L.  SPEND.  Brother,  you,  and  your  profligates, 
muft  immediately  depart  my  houfe.  —  But,  left  you 
fhould  bring  difgrace  upon  our  family,  by  any  en- 
Forced  action  of  meannefs,  I  will  order  you  twc*  thou- 
fand  pounds,  for  the  prefent.  Any  thing  further  muft 
depend  upon  your  future  conduct* 

B.  SPEND.  My  Lord,  I  humbly  thank  you,  and 
take  my  leave.-But,  I  pray  you  that  my  lawyer,  there, 
may  fufter  condign  punifhment,  as  well  for  his  folly 
in  regard  to  me.  as  his  knavery  in  regard  to  yourfelf. 

[Going. 


SCENE    VIII. 

Mrs.  MIDNIGHT  ruilies  from  the  clolet. 

•  ~  •  ~f  '  **    *        •  -ii>    |  .  . 

MID.   Hpld,  holdj  my  Lord.  —I  can  contain  no 

longer 
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longer. — It  is  not  a  time  to  conceal  truth,,  when  mat 
ters  are  come  to  fuch  a  pafs. — Juflice  and  my  con- 
fcience  force  me  to  fpeak  out  at  laft. — I  know  nothing 
of  wills  here  or  there,  not  I — but  I  know  that  Mr. 
BENJAMIN  here,  with,  the  crooked  limbs,  is  eldeft 
born,  and  right  heir  to  the  title  and  eflate  of  your 
noble  father,  gentlemen. 


B.  SPEND.        ,      HOW,  how  ? 

QUIRK.  j 

L.  SPEND.  What  pleafant  trick  is  this  now  ? — 
What  would  the  woman  be  at  I 

MID.  Sure,  none  knows  better  than  I,  who  fir  ft 
brought  you  both  acquainted  with  this  wicked  world, 
Heaven  help  us ! — And  fo,  my  good  old  Lord,  on 
feeing  the  deformity  of  his  eldeft  child,  here,  flraight- 
ly  ordered  me,  under  pain  of  his  difpleafure,  to,pub- 
lifh  that  this  handfome  infant  was  firfl  born — But  I 
am  fure,  Mr.  HARRY,  you  need  be  nothing  grieved  j 

for  my  Lord,  here,  can't  but  be  good  to  you,  as  you 

i  •        11       % 
are  his  only  brother. 

L.  SPEND.  Daiim'd  forcerefs! 

TIRL.  How  is  dthis,  you  old  vwich !  how  is  dthis 
—eh? 

QUIRK.  Here  lies  the  queftion*  Will  you,  Mr*. 
MIDNIGHT,  Make  affidavit  of  what  you  have  faid, 
before  a  mailer  iri  Chancery  ? 

MID-  I  can  fwear  that  niy  Lord,  here,  was  eldefl 
born,  as  fafely  as  that  I  myfelf  fhall  die,  the  Graci 
ous  be  good  to  me. 

YifcL.  You  looks  mighty  very  anift  tobe'fiioor  ; 

an't 
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ant  fwhen  any  body  venters  to  sfwear  dthat  you  vwill 
die,  I  vwill  make  my  affidavy  dthat  you  vwill  be 
damn't,  good  vwoman ! 

B.  SPEND.  By  my  impetuous  wifhes,  I  could  have 
fworn  that  it  was  even  fo  !  The  rights  and  inftinft 
of  elderfhip  lay  fwelling  at  my  heart,  and  every  pulfe 
beat  high  for  feniority  and  precedence. — Mr  HENRY 
SPENDALLJ  I  am  your  mod  obfequious  humble  fer- 
vant ! 

L.  SPEND.  Think  you  then,  my  good  lord  Vif- 
count,  that  the  fmgle  voice  of  fach  a  tyretch  as  this, 
fhall  determine  the  titles  and  fortunes  of  the  peers  of 
Great  Britain  ?— But,  we  will  trifle  no  lofcger — I  will 
inftantly  purge  my  houfe  from  the  fouluefs  introdu 
ced  by  fuch  harpies. — Go,  TIRLAH,  and  bring  up 
thofe  whom  I  left  at  the  gate. 

B.  SPEND.  Nay — if  that's  the  work  you  are  for, 
— ho  !  my  fervants  !  where  are  you  all  ? — Tom,  An 
drew,  Frank,  William — here! — ehaft-ife  this  turbu 
lent  Irilhman,  and  take  him  into  your  puftody. 

T  i  R  L.  Fwirroo  ! — never  fear  dthem  maefter — 
Here  is  dhe  twigg  of  cult  Shillelee ! — Come  an,  my 
dear  boys,  kere  is  dhe  brufh  fwor  your  jackets  ! 

[Beats  them  all  off. 
Augh— a — a  ! — give  me  vwone  kifs,  fweetlips  ! 

[Kiffes  his  ftick. 

it  is  you  dthat  never  fail't  me — fwhat  magnifies  guns 
or  fwords  !  it  is  you  dthat  never  mrffes  dthe  fwire* 

B.  SPEND.  Now  then,  for  the  laft  pufh,   and  the 
poflcfiiofi  of  a  lorddhip  IWVVithin   there,    officer — 

come 
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eome  forth,  and  execute  your  warrant. 

•'•'•..  V 

OFFICER  enters  with  his  PofTe. 

OFFIC.  Is  your  name  HENRY  S^ENDALL  ? 

L.  SPEND.  What  then  ? 

QUIRK.  Then,  fir,  we  arreft  you,  in  his  majefty's 
name,  on  an  action  of  20,000!.  for  fraudulently  and 
forcibly  attempting  to  deprive  the  it ue  heir  of  the 
late  Lord  Vifcount  SPEND  ALL  of  his  eftate* 

TIRL.  Shall  I  give  dthem  dthe  t'other  sfweep* 
dear  maefter  ? 

L.  SPEND.  No,  TIRLAH,  lift  not  a  hand, — I  am 
now  in  the  cuftody  of  the  laws  of  my  country,  and 
by  my  country  I  chufeto  be  acquitted. 

B.  SPEND.  No  more  words — fecure  him,  away 
with  him ! 

TIRL.  Vwell.  vwell,  my  sfweet  maefter — fince  you 
vwon't  let  me  take  you  up,  I  can  only  lie  down  along 
vwidthyou,  dear! 

•••  rr*  *vyii! 

[Exeunt  Lord  SPENDALL,  with  Bailiffs,  TIRL  AH  following 

B.  SPEND.  My  dear  oracle,  my  Sybil ! — From  my 
foul,  now,  I  am  perfuaded  thou  haft  fpoken  the  very 
truth — I  am  certainly  the  elder. 

MID.  Every  where,  but  among  ourfelves,  Mr.  BEN 
JAMIN. — No,  no,  my  child — Laly  NEIGHBOURLY, 
and  Mrs.  TIMELY,  were  prefent  at  your  birth.— 
But,  Heaven  be  praifed,  they  are  both  at  reft  ;  and 
I  will  venture  their  rifmg  in  judgement  againft  us. 

B.  SPEND.  My  deareft  mother  !— how  much  more 

am 
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am  I  beholden  to  you,  than  to  her  who  brought  me 
into  a  ftarving  world. 

MID.  I  came  in  the  nick,  you  fee. — I  have  kept 
you  in  poiTeffion,  and  poffeffion  gets  money,  and 
money  gets  law,  the  devil,  the  world,  and  all  flefh 
into  the  bargain.  But  I  have  been  thinking  of  ano 
ther  firing  to  your  bow,  my  Lord. — There  is  one 
mother  CHESHIRE,  an  old  crone  and  acquaintance 
of  mine  ;  and  I  imagine,  that  the  oratory  of  a  cou 
ple  of  hundreds,  or  fo,  might  perfuade  her  to 
ftrengthen  my  teftimony  by  her  own. 

B.  SPEND.  A  gloriou$  thought,  by  Jupiter ! — 
This  would  be  the  finifhing  blow,  the  coup  de  grace 
to  the  dying  pretenfions  of  my  brother. — And  then, 
there's  his  pretty  mifirefs,  Mifs  GOODLY  :  to  deprive 
him,  at  once,  of  her,  her  vaft  fortune,  and  his 
pwn  eftate !  it  would  be  a  treble  triumph  over  this 
twin  enemy  of  my  blood  ! 

MID.  Pugh,  child,  me  falls  to  you  of  courfe — 
She  was  to  marry  the  eftate,  you  know — me  is  join'd 
to  the  freehold. 

B.  SPEND.  A  defcendible  heir-loom,  as  you  fay. 
—She  is  mine,  ftie  is  mine. 

MID.  Well,  well>  my  Lord,  if  Heaven  fhould 
not  give  me  leifure  and  ftrength  to  repent,  thefe  do 
ings  may  call  at  your  own  door  ! 

B.  SPEND.  Let  'em — we  (hall  have  wherewithal! 
to  give  them  entertainment.  — But  let  us  lofe  no 
idine— Go  QUIRK,  get  pen  and  parchment  inftant- 
lv,  and  draw  a  conveyance  of  five  hundred  pounds, 

yearly, 
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yearly,  to  my  belt  friend  here,  while  fhe  and  I  take 
a  whet  of  cool  canary — Ailorus  ma  chere ! 

[Exeunt  B,  SPENDAI.L,  carefliof  MIDNIGHT, 
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ACT         IV. 


S  €  E  N  E 


Miss    G  <&0  D  L  Y'S 

knocks. — a  Servant  opens  t^e  Door. 


TIRL.  Pray,  can  you  tell  me,   does  MifsCHAR- 

kOTTfc  GOOD&Y  pleafe  to  be  at  home  ? 
SERV.   Tli  ftep  and  aflc  her,  fir.    *H: 
TIRL.  Yes,  do  dear ; — ant  tell  her  dhere's  a  gen- 

tieman  here,  a  frient  of  hers,  dthat  fhe  v would  be 

glad  to  fee,  p,ra'ps. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

MELLISANDRA  enters. 

MEL.  Mr.  TIRLAH  ! — of  all  people  ? — O,  wel 
come,  welcome! 

-    [They  falutc. 

TIRL.  Ant  how  is  your  body,  pretty  Mrs.  MILLY  ? 

MEL.  The  better,  by  a  great  deal,  that  you  arc 
well,  fir  ! — oh — I  am  fo  glad  to  fee  you  ! — I  have  a 
thoufand  queftions  to  aik,  and  don't  know  which  to 
begin  with. 

TIRL.  Fwhen  we  gets  by  ourfelves,  Mrs.  MIL 
LY,  I  vwili  give  you  dthe  hiflory  of  my  travels,  ant 
adventures,  all  in  fwi.te  and  red,  'pon  dthem  sfwecj: 
lips  of  your  own. 

MEL.  Hufh— I  hear  my  lady ! — Dear — Pm  ia  fuch 
a  flutter ! — I  mall  blufh  to  death  if  me  catches  me 
here : — Let  me  fee  you,  before  you  go,  though. 

[Runs  off. 

SCENE    IH. 

Mifs  GOODLY  enters. 

• 

Miss  G.  O,  Mr.  O'FLAHERTY,  is  it  you? 
TIRL.  It  is  no  body,   but   myfelf,  I  allure  you? 
madam. 

Miss  G.  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you  ! — You  arc 

welcome 
N 
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welcome  to  England,  fir  ! — You  have  been  an  age  a- 
way  from  your  friends,  Mr.  FLAHERTY. 

TIRL.  It  vwas  a  long  time,  indeet,  to  myfelf  and 
my  poor  maefler — but  it  vwas  no  time  at  all  to  you, 
madam ;  fwor,  you  looks  as  young,  and  as  fwhite, 
and  as  red,  and  as  frefh,  and  as  fair,  and  as  pretty, 
and  as  handfome,  as  ever  you  did  in  all  your  days. 

Miss  G.  You  are  very  gallant,  indeed,  fir—- but 
that  is  nothing  new — you  didn't  bring  your  complai- 
fance  from  abroad,  Mr.  FLAHERTY. 

TIRL.  Faidth,  I  got  nothing  abraad,  as  I  knows 
of,  but  dthe  lofs  of  my  reft,  fwor  dthe  love  of  you, 
madam. 

Miss  G.  Love  of  me?— I  fhould  be  forry  for  that, 
Mr.  TIRLAH. 

TIRL.  No,  no— it  isn't  my  own  love— tho'  I  can't 
fay  but  I  have  a  kindnefs  fwor  you,  too,  Mifs  CHAR 
LOTTE— it  is  dthe  love  pf  my  Maefter,  flthat  ufed  to 
break  rny  heart,  from  night  till  maarning,  vwidth 
his  fighthing  ant  his  grunting  after  you,  madam. 

Miss  G.  O,  Mr.  TIRLAH,  Mr.  TIRLAH,  I  find 
you  would  fland  his  true  friend,  flill — -But,  I  am  not 
to  be  impofed  upon  fo  eafily  as  you  imagine.  You 
have  promifed,  no  doubt,  to  keep  one  another's  fe- 
crets,  like  a  pair  of  rakes  as  you  are — Come — tell 
me — I  won't  be  angry —how  many  miftrefles  d|d  my 
Lord  pick  up  in  his  rambles  ? 

TIRL.  Faidth,  he  vwas  fo  often  pick^  up,  him- 
felf.  dthat  dthey  didn't  give  him  time  to  pick  up 
any  vwone. — 

Miss 
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Miss  G.  Well,  dear  Mr.  TIRLAH,  and  which  of 
all  thofe  fair  ones  did  he  love  beft  ? 

TIRL  Ah — Mifs  CHARLOTTE!  Mifs  CHARLOTTK  ! 
• — you  haf  fuch  a  vwinning  way,  there  is  no  hoe 
vwidth  you. — -Naff  I  fhould  tell  you  now,  can  you 
keep  council  ? 

Miss    G.  I  affure  you— upon  honour  ! 

TIRL.  Vwell,  vwell — I  knows,  if  I  be  a  rogue5 
how,  ant  betray  my  maefter  to  you ;  you  vwill  be  a 
little  rogue  too,  ant  betray  me  to  my  maefter. 

Miss  G.  Never— dear  Mr.  TIRLAHT— I  am  your 
old  friend^  you  know — upon  my  veracity ! 

TIRL.  I  vwill  tell  you  a  fecret  dthen.— -I  haf  dthe 
pi&res  of  two  of  dthem  fwine  ladies  in  my  pocket, 
here. 

Miss  G.  Let  me  fee— -let  me  fee— quick !  ;• 

TIRL.  Fair  aud  faaftly  goes  far,  nif  dthe  day  is 
long  enuff,  Mifs  CHARLOTTE  !>— -Fwhat  vwill  you 
give  me,  now,  to  vwalk  in  and  fee  dthe  lion  ? 

Miss   G.    Thirty,  forty,  fifty  pieces  ! 

TIRL.  Dthat's  pretty  vwelL— But  keep  your  mo 
neys,  dear,  till  you  ftant  godfadther  to  my  firft  child* 
*— Here  dhey  ale  in  my  handt,  dthe  two  pretty  crea 
tures  ! — But  dthey  cofi  more  dthan  twice  your  fifty 
guineas,  madam — ;ant  dthey  hat  like  to  coft  more 
dthan  fifty  thoufand — fwor  my  dear  maefter  hat  like 
to  lofe  his  life  by  dthe  love  of  dthe  vwbne  ;  ant  'his 
own  love  fwor  dthe  odther,  hat  like  to  be  dthe  death 
$f  him. 

Miss  G. 
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Miss  G.  You  torture,  you  difcra&  me — you  have 
raifed  ray  curiofity  and  impatience  to  the  utmoft ! 

TIRL.  You  vwon't  tell,  dthen. 

[He  takes  a  pifture  out  of  a  cafe. 

Miss    G.  No,  no,  depend  upon  me. 

TIRL.  Bhut's  vwell — but  hands  aff,  hands  aff! — 
Here  is  dthe  prettied  face  you  did  ever  fee  vwidth  your 
eyes — except  dthe  face  you  vwill  fee  on  dthe  other 
fide,  Mifs  QHARLOTTE! 

Miss  G.  Alas!— fhe  is,  indeed,  inexpreflibly 
charming  !—O,  TIRLAH,  you  have  (truck  a  dagger 
to  my  heart  ! 

TIRL.  Bub — oo  ! — Dthis  is  nothing,  dear,  to  dthe 
face  of  dthe  other. — Dthe  limner  never  yet  vwas 
baarn,  fwo  could  mix  fuch  fwhite  and  red,  or  put 
light  into  dthe  eye-s,  like  dthis  limner  i 

[Turns  the  pi&ure  and  holds  it  to  her. 

Miss  G.  Ha! — as  I  live,  my  own  picture ! — O, 
thou  deceiving  wretch — it  is  nothing  but  a  mirrour ! 

[Takes  the  pi£ure. 

TIRL.  It  is  indeet,  a  Venetian  looking  glafs,  all 
of  fwine  German  fteel. 

Miss    G.  All  Iteel,  upon  my   word ;   the  finefl 
poliihl  ever  beheld:  and  fet  round  with  brilliants  that 
jnuft  have  cofl  fome  hundred  pieces. 

TIRL.  It  is  all  at  your  farvice,  madam.  It  vwas  a 
prefent  from  dthat  fame  lady  to  my  maefter,  fwedther 
be  vwoa'd  or  nat.  Ant  dthen  it  vwas  a  prefent  from 
my  maefter  to  TIRL  AH — Ant  now  it  is  aprefent  from 

TIRLAH 
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TIRLAH  to  your  own  felf,  Mifs  CHARLOTTE  ! 

Miss  G.  I  muft  pay  you,  then,  for  the  diamonds? 
Mr.  FLAHERTY. 

TIRL.  No,  my  sfweet  maefter's  sfweet  miftrefs  ! 
I  vwill  take  nothing  from  you,  but  fwhat  Httle  love 
you  may  pleafe  to  fpare  an  humble  frient,— Intraath, 
dthe  looking  glafs  is  fit  fwor  no  body  elfe,  Mifs 
CHARLOTTE;  fwor  no  body  can  fhew  fo  pretty  a 
face  in  it,  except  yourfelf. 

Miss  G.  On  my  word  Mr.  TIRLAH,  you  are  the 
moft  accomplifh'd  gallant  I  was  ever  acquainted  with. 
— I  mail  be  pleafed  to  remain  your  debtor,  while  I 
ftudy  to  repay  my  many  obligations. — But  pray — 
didn't  you  fay  fomething  about  my  Lord's  having 
like  to  have  loft  his  life,  by  means  of  this  Woman  ? 

TIRL.  Yes,  madam— Fwhy,  you  muft  know  'tis  a 
very  dangerous  thing,  fwor  fuch  handfome  lads,  as 
my  felf,  and  my  maefter,  to  travel  in  foreign  countries. 
— Fwor,  if  a  body  behaves  fhivilly  to  dthe  ladies  ; 
dtheir  hufbands,  or  brodthers,  or  fadthers,  or  coufm- 
garmains  altogedther  remov'd,  vwill  be  apt  to  cut  his 
throat.  Ant  if  he  vwon't  behave  fhivilly/r-fwhy,  dthe 
ladies  vwiil  ufe  him  as  bat — So  dthat  a  body  is  mur- 
dther't  by  dthe  men,  for  fwhat  he  does  do  ;  ant  he 
is  murther't,  over  again,  by  dthe  vwomen,  for  fwhat 
he  does  nat  do. 

Miss  G.    Well,  and — pray  TIRLAH,   goon! — 
you  have  put  me  all  in  a  tremble ! 

Fwhy,  madam,  it  vwas  in  carnival  time, 

in 


ii6   THE  CONTENDING  BROTHERS. 

in  Florence,  fwhen  that  fame  lady  took  a  fancy  to 
Maefter  HARRY  ;  and  dthe  vwoman,  Mifs  CHAR 
LOTTE,  had  no  bad  tafle,  you  know. — -Ant  fo,  be- 
cafe  he  took  no  notice  of  her,  like  a  gagg  as  he  vwas ; 
as  vwe  were  turning  the  corner  of  a  dark  fhtreety 
fwhat  fhould  fet  upon  us  but  a  whole  army  of  villains. 
— Augh— ^O! — 'twas  dthen  it  vwell  becomes  my  own 
dear  maefler ! — he  drew  his  fwoord,  like  another^ 
young  FIN  MACOOL,  and  took  twenty  of  dfhe  nine 
teen  'pon  his  own  hants. 

Miss  G.  O,  TiRLAH,Iamfufe  you  were  not  idle? 
on  that  occafion. 

TIRL,  Fwhy,  madanij  I  vwas  nat  Very  far  ofr^ 
indeet.— Shillelee,  here,  is  no  bad  v\v arrant^  at 
times,  to  help  a  frient* — So,  fwhat  wou'd  you  have* 
of  it,  but  vwe  drives  dthem  all  to  the  devil.— But, 
my  poor  maefler,  he  vwas  very  fadly  vwounded,  ant 
myfelf  vwas  pretty  handfomely  pink't,  into  dthe  bar 
gain. — -Ant  fo,  I  helps  him  home,  crying  and  roar 
ing  all  dthe  vway. — Ant  fo,  I  fends  fwer  all  dthe  doc 
tors  and  Apothecaries  in  Florence ;  but  my  maefler, 
callet  out  fwor  nothing  but  dthe  laayers. — -Ant  foy 
fwhen  my  sfweet  maefter  vwas  on  his  death-bed^  he 
mate  his  vwill,  do  you  fee  me;  ant  he  left  all  his  e» 
(late  to  your  own  felf,  Mifs  CHARLOTTE. 

Miss  G.  O,  TIRLAH — >you  fhew  me  this  dear  mail 
infucha  light,  as  doubles  all  my  love! — Where  is 
he  ? — -tell  me — that  I  may  fly,  and  in  a  tide  of  gra 
titude,  pour  my  full  heart  before  him ! 

TIRL. 
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TIRL.  O — dthere  is  no  hurry,  madam~  dthe 
young  man  is  fafe  enuff — he'll  flay  till  you  come,  I 
vwarrant  him— dthere's  no  fear  but  you'll  fwind  him 
at  home, 

Miss  G.  What  doft  thou  mean  ?— he  is  not  in  a 
jail ! 

TIRL.  If  any  man,   except  yourfelf,  had  tould  me 
fo,  madam,  I  vwou'd  fay,  you  lie. 
Miss  G.  In  jail  ? 

TIRL.  Intraath  he  is— rant  in  as  bad  company  as  a 
gentleman  vwou'd  dcfire  to  keep. 

Miss  G.  O  thou  wretch !  here  have  we  been  tri 
fling  away  the  time,  while  our  dear  lord  lies  under 
the  hands  of  ruffians. 

TIRL.  Stay  a  bit,  Mifs  CHARLOTTE  ;  may  be  you 
ywoudn'n  be  in  fuch  a  hafle,  fwhen  you  knows  all. 
Vwou'd  you  like  to  be  married  to  Lord  SPENDALI/S 
younger  fon  ? 

Miss  G.  No,  TIRLAH— of  all  Creatures  he  is  my 
averfion. 

TIRL.  I  am  forry  to  hear  dthat,  madam,  fwor  dthe 
youngeft  of  dthe  two  brodthers  is  my  maefter  at 
prefent — dthe  oult  bitch  of  a  midwife  has  braaght 
dtheir  dead  modther  to  bed,  vwidthin  this  hour,  ant 
dthe  crook-fhanks  is  dthe  eldeft  born. 

Miss  G.  There  is  no  doubt  but  that  every  thing  wil} 
be  practifed  againft  our  precious  friend,  that  bribery, 
forgery,  and  perjury  can  compafs — But  come,  let  us 
fly  to  his  refcue  ! — my  intereft,  my  fortune,  my  life, 
ihall  all  go  in  his  c?iufe. 

TIRL. 
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TIRL.  Give  me  your   hant,  my  sfweet  miftrefs ! 

«  .  _  [Kifles  her  hand  eagerly. 

— rit  brings  tears  to  my  eyes,  to  fee  fwat  a  body  you 
are ;  ant  you  have  rwon  TIRLAH'S  heart,  to  the  ent 
of  his  days ! 

Miss  G.  The  firftthingwe  oughtto  do  is  to  provide 
bail.— Step  you  into  the  next  room,  and  write  down 
a  direction  where  I  {hall  find  you ;  then  run  to  my 
Lord,  and  tell  him  I  am  gone  to  the  city  to  procure 
fufficient  fureties  ! 

TIRL.  I  vwill,  I  ywill,  dear  ! 


SERVANT  enters. 

SERV.  My  Lord  SPEND  ALL,  madam  ! 
Miss  G.  Blefs  me  !-r-I  was  jufl  going  to  him— de- 
fire  him  to  walk  in. 

SCENE      IV. 

BEN.  SPENDALL.    enters* 

Miss  G.  I  am  aftonim'd  ! — Sir,  you  muft  certainly 
have  miftaken  the  houfe  : — Can  you  have  any  bufi- 
nefs  with  me,  fir  ? 

B.   SPEND.    Mifs   GOODLY,    your  moft   obedient 

humble  fervant !— I  have  done  myfelf  the  honour— 

— — Pretty 
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V— Pretty  apartments,  and  fit  for  the  fair  inhabitant. 

• So,  madam — as  I  was  faying,  I  have  done  my- 

felf  the  honour 

Miss  G.  I  muft  prevent  yon,  Mr.  SPENPALL.— 
I  am  engaged  on  matters  of  confequence  ;  and  your 
bufmefs  muft  be  very  fhort,  if  you  proportion  it  to 
my  attention. 

B.  SPEND.  My  bufmefs  muft  be  very  fhott,  in 
deed,  madam,  if  your  underftaTiding  is  of  that  ex 
tent  which  the  world  allows. — I  come  to  demand  you 

in  marriage,  madam. 

,i  .""A 

Miss  G.  Me  in  marriage,  Mr.  SPENDALL  !  I  de- 
fire  you  to  leave  my  houfe. 

B.  SPEND.  I  know  of  no  fuch  perfon  that  has  in 
truded,  my  dear. — -Why,  child,  we  have  been  at 
crofs  purpofes,  I  find  ;  I'll  be  hang'd  now,  my  dear 
Mifs  GOODLY,  if  you  did  not  imagine  that  it  was  my 
brother,  with  the  pocket  of  a  poet,  and  the  phiz  of  a 
man  at  confeflion,  who  was  coming  to  addrefs  you. 

IVLss  G.  No,  fir,  I  never  miftake  an  owl  for  an 
eagle. — To  be  fliort,  your  intrufion  is  difgufting, 
ypur  vifit  impertinent,  and  your  behaviour  fhocking* 
: — I  requeft  you  to  depart  inftantly,  or  you  will 
oblige  me  to  call  my  fervants. 

B.  SPEND.  O,  Miss  GOODLY,  we  fhall  have  time 
enough  to  treat,  before  the  multiplicity  of  ypur  hum 
ble  fervants  can  be  duly  collected.  Mean  while, 
permit  me  to  introduce  the  Lord  Vifcount  SPEND- 
ALL  to  you;  the  eldeft  branch  of  a  noble  family, 

Ig'^r**8  :q1*IcqbH 
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madam,  with  twenty  thoufand  Englifh  pound?,  yearly 
income,  in  his  pocket ;  title,  eftate,  equipage,  eclat, 
attendance,  obeyfance,  and  all  that  can  fill  the  ex- 
panfion  of  female  hearts  with  delight. 

Miss  G.  I  queftion  not  your  getting  whatever 
bafenefs  and  treachery  can  attain.— I  wifh  I  could  re 
call  my  temper ; — I  am  accuftomed  to  treat  all  other 
fools  with  a  laugh — but,  when  I  fee  the  villain  added 
to  the  coxcomb  ;  what,  before,  had  my  fcorn,  then 
provokes  my  deteftatioi}. 

L.  SpEND-fLoqkee,  Mifs  GOODLY— as  matters  arc 
circumftanced.,  it  would  be  devilifh  hard  to  put  me 
out  of  humour-Wo  your  railing  don't  fignify  ;  I  will 
have  you,  by  this  light,  though  if:  mould  colt  me  a 
fall  as  low  as  matrimony.— Your  objection— -to  my 
fortune  is  it,  madam  ? 

MissG.  A  fortune  encurnber^d  with  you!  Idef- 
jplfe  all  fuch  fortune, 

&  SPEND.  Defpife  fortune,  my  4ear !— then  you 
are  not  of  the  daughters  pf  legitimate  defcent,  from 
Eve  of  motherly  date,  down  to  modern  affe&ation. — 
But,  poiTibly  your  exception  may  be  to  matrimony  : 
If  that  is  the  cafe—hearkee— I  have  no  objection  to 
you  on  other  terms — and,  if  you  will  take  — 

MISS  G,  That,  fir  ! 

[Strikes  him. 

B.  SPEND.  A  blow! — by  Joye  that  thunders !— > 
and  to  a  peer  of  the  land ! — But  I  fcorn  to  bring  my 
a&krn,  while  the  reparation  lies  in  my  own  hands. 

[Catches  and  kiffes  her. 

Miss  G.  Help,  help  !  SCENE 
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SCENE        .V, 

bns     i/ 


TIRL  AH  enters,  arid  gives  a  great  flroke  on  the 
wainfcot  with  his  flick.—  B.  SPENDALL  ftarts,  and 
tuns  backward,  in  a  fright  ; 


»vj  -        "siri       ^/i"-"       '       Ol'uti 

TIRL;  Fwhat's  here  to  do  —  eh  ?—  Vwoud  any 
blood  of  a  Belzebub  lay  a  finger  on  my  young  mif- 
trefs  !  —  by  the  hant  of  my  gdffip  I  vwoud  let  his 
his  puddins  about  dthe  flwoor  ! 

B.  SPEND.  O,  there's  that  damn'd  bully,  again, 
that  my  brother  keeps  for  a  back!  —  his  face  is  enough 
to  frighten  a  regiment. 

TIRL.  Do   you  prate,  do  you  prate?—  Is  it  you 
dthat  can't  be  Ihivil   in   another  body's  houfe  ?—  ^By 
Saint  Patrick,  fwho  took  his  own  head  between  his 
teeth,  J  vwou'd  make  no  more  of  your  four  bones* 
dthan  I  vwou'd  of  four  bobbins. 

B.  SPEND.  Sir,   fir—  as   I  hope  to  be  faved—  J— 
I  !—  ** 

TIRL.  F  where  is  dthe  bag  dthat  vwas  here  a 
fwhile  agone  ? 

Miss  G.  O,  ftr-don't  kill  him  !—  don't  kill  him, 
I  befeech  you  ! 

TIRL.  No,  no  —  I  vwill  only  drown't  him.— 
Fwhere  is  dthe  bag,  I  fay  laq't  e 

MISS  G: 
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Miss  G.  It  is  in  the  next  room,  fir,  it  is  in  the 
next  room. 

TIRL.  By  dthe  bloot  of  all  dthe  ghofts  of  dthe 
OTLAHERTIES,  I  vwill  tie  him  in  dthe  bag,  and 
throw  him  into  dthe  Terns,  an^  fmodther  him,  as  I 
vwou'd  fmodther  a  dead  pig. 

[ExitTlRLAH. 

Miss  G*  Fly,  fir — fave  your  life  !^*-for  Heaven's 
fake,  fly  as  fail  as  you  can  ! 

B.  SPEND.  A  thoufand  thanks,  dear  madam  I—* 
if  I  furvive,  1  will  remember  your  mercy  ! 

[Exit* 

Miss  G.  So — a  riddance  of  my  plague  at  laft — 
with  thanks  for  his  efcape !— Mr*  TIRLAH!  Mr.  TIR* 


LAH  ! 


(tJOft*/  £J  *JO£: 

TikLAH  returns* 


TIRL.  Fwhat,   is  he  gone  ? 

Miss  G.  As  faft  as  his  fears  would  let  him. 

TIRL.  By  dthe  book,  I  had  a  great  mind  to  give 
his  neck  a  gentle  twift,  in  good  earneft. — Only,  if  I 
had  kill't  him  in  dthis  place^  dthe  villain  vwou'd  have 
fwore  his  life  againft  your  houfe,  Miss  CHARLLOTTE* 
But,  here  is  dthe  direction  fwor  you,  ant  pray  now, 
make  hafte,  dear ! — fwor  my  poor  maefter  vwill  be 
peeping  for  you,  thro'  dthe  little  grate  vwindee. 

Miss  G.   Tell  him,  I  come,   as  faft  as  my  horfes 
will  convey  me. 
TIRL.  Dthe  Heavins  fpeedyou,  my  sfweet  miftrefs! 

[Exeunt  feveralljr, 

SCENE 
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'  --JW'i    3 
SCENE        VI. 

PRISON, 


Lord  SPEND  ALL  enters,  mufirtg. 

•\  *  '•  r    '    •*  i"f    ^'f^  A      f  rff 

i-a'ETfyiji.AuG  v-"-i  io^JJGHST 

L.  SPEND.  Perhaps  it  is  but  wholefome  tutoring; 
the  infixing  of  a  lefibn  which  adveffity  alone  can  teach. 

—  Had  my  twenty  thoufand  a  year  been   multiplied 
into  twenty  times  the  fum,  what  could  it  have  given 
me  more  than  a  little  food,   and  raiment?  'tis  as 
much  as  I  can  do  withall.  —  Ay,  but  my  titles  and 
honours,  could  they  not   have  given  me  fomewhat  ? 

—  juft  as  much  as  the  wilh  of  ambitious  Haman  a- 
monted  to  —  a  coat  and  a  hobby  horfe  of  prouder  dif- 
tindion;   with  a  cryer  before  me,  to  call  honeft  peo 
ple  from  their  bufmefs,  and  fet  them  agape.  —  But 
then,   the  pleafure  of  bellowing  —  there   I  feel  my- 
felf  a   lofer.  —  And  yet,   while  my   heart  retains  its 
benevolence^  I  am  bounteous  beyond  what  the  world 
can  give, 

•i&~o'n  -"-»  Hiwv  ••••yli 

'  ~O 

\A\  jH—  •!  *m  •  .«.;o7-DTfi  lusdsb  to  ts/iiisn  jfiu 

..•','jLcid  uoy  ibtlq.I  Itr^f  ii  JliffWt  vo^  Ibt 


SCENE 
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SCENE      VII. 

by   Crtje       ^'-"^f-"  $^rt'y>*%* .-, 

TIRLAH  enters. 

L.  SPEND.  TIRLAH— my  deaf  TIRLAH,  wel 
come  ! — You  come  to  me,  like  a  precious  cafket, 
which  fome  wretch  had  faved  from  the  wreck  of  all 
his  fortunes* — Well,  what  of  my  CHARLOTTE  ? 

TIRL.  Intraath,  fhe  is  dhe  prettieft,  kindeft,  sfweet- 
ell,  lovelieft  creature,  dthat  you  vwill  never  be  tiret 
kiifing  .her  from  maiming  till  night. — She?  vwill  be 
here  in  a  touch,  vwidth  herfelf,  ant  her  ffients,  ant 
all  hot  fwortune,  to  lay  down  its  life  at  your  feet. 

L.  SP&ND.  Alas,  my  friend,  it  is  there  alone  that 
adverfity  has  reach'd  me.  My  CHARLOTTE  and  ! 
muft  never  be  united.— No,  TIRLAH,  I  will  not 
think  of  abufing  her  generofity.— All  is  over — a  new 
proof  is  come  in  againft  me,  fince  we  parted.— -The 
two  midwives,  who  were  the  only  perfons  prefent  at 
the  delivery  of  rny  mother,  have  both  fworn  that  my 
brother  was  the  eldeft  born. — Here  is  a  copy  of  their 
affidavit,  which  a  clerk  in  Chancery  juft  now  fent  me. 

TIRL.  I  makes  no  doubt,  maefler,  but  dthat  mo 
ney  vwill  do  every  thing,  ant  villainy  vwill  do  more  > 
ant  neither  of  dthem  are  your  frients,  aghra ! — ;But, 
1*11  tell  you  fwhat  it  is — If  I  pitch  your  brodther  to 
dthe  dviil,  aren't  you  next  a  kin,  dear  ? 

L.  SPEND.  No,  TIRLAH,  no.     I  fhould  never  en 
joy 
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joy  any  thing  that  would  caufe  my  friend  to  be  guilty 
of  a  bafe,  or  a  wicked  action. 

TIRL.  Vwell,  vwell,  if  I  gets  you  honeftly  your 
pwn?  I  vwill  truft  my  fhoul  to  Shaint  Patrick,  or 
fwhoever  has  dthe  beil  right.— But,  I  vwill  tell  you 
of  anodther  vway,  piaefter.  Your  brodther  has  got 
two  oult  cailleach?s  to  sfwear,  and  damn  dthemfelves 
in  dthe  wrong-— now,  can't  you  get  three  odthers  to 
sfwear,  ant  damn  dthemfelves  in  dhe  right  ? 

L.  SPEND.  ?Tis  a  pleafant  expedient,  TIRL  AH  ; — 
But,  we  will  fee  if  fomething  elfe  may  not  be  done. 
— There  is  an  old  friend  of  my  fathers,  who  lives  in 
.Lombard  Street,  one  Mr.  TIMELY,  a  banker,  a  man 
of  a  character  more  valuable  than  the  metal  he  deals 
in. — Run  to  fiim,  TIRL  AH,  and  tell  him  I  requeft 
to  fpeak  with  him  diredly.— Meantime,  I  will  ftep 
down  to  the  parlour  fo  attend  my  CHARLOTTES  arri- 

$t- 

TIRL.  Dthe  Heavens  v\ull  fpeed  you,  dear,  if  it 
has  any  kinduefs  for  goodnefs,  or  honour. 

[Exeunt   fcverilly: 


JiND    OF    THE    FOURTH    ACT. 


ACT 
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A    G  ;*P':      V. 

*        iioffit    m    n^il  ffiwv  I 


uov  ibi  iihttr  I  4u*Pl@iK|  jfbH- 
S  C  E  ^  E    I. 


•  r 


THE    PRISON 

3 

Lord  SPENDALL  and  Miss  GOODLY  enter  oppofite, 


Miss  G.  "JNL  /fY  dear  lord,  I  am  quite  disappointed  i 
1.  T  JL  — I  have  been  hurrying  through  the 
town,  thefe  two  hours ;;  but,  the  friends?  on  whom  I 
depended,  were  from  home.  I  left  a  note,  however, 
for  Mr.  TIMELY,  whom  I  expe£t  here  every  minute ; 
and  I  will  not  leave  you,  till  I  fee  yqu  freed  from 
this  loathfome  place.  ' 

L.  SPEND.  My  dear  love,  your  toil  was  needlefs. 
—•The  two  women  who  were  prefent,  and  aflifted  at 
my  birth,  have  peremptorily  fworn  that  my  brother 
was  the  elder  ;  and  I  know  of  no  plea,  in  abatement 
of  fuch  proof. 

Miss  G.  Mere  palpable  villainy- —-His  pofleffion 
of  your  rights  has  enabled  him  to  turn  your  own  ar 
tillery  againfl  you. — But  you  mall  fight  him  at  equal 
weapons. — Here,  my  lord,  this  paper  contains  the 
the  value  of  ten  thoufand  pounds  j  and  were  it  ten 
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times  tenthoufand,  it  fhould  all  go  in  the   affertion  - 
of  your  fortune,  and  honours. 

L.  SPEND.  O — CHARLOTLE  ! 

Miss  G.    Why  that  averted  look,    that  fudden 
palenefs  ? 

L-SPD.  A      thought  that,  like  death,  juft  ftruck 
jtcrofs  my  heart  ! 

Miss  G.  Like  death? 

L.  SPEND.  Alas !— like  death  indeed,  for — from 
this  hour,  I  rmift  never  fee  you  more. 

Miss   G.    Ah!— fee  me    no    more,^-what  then 
have  I  done  ? — wherein  have  I  offended  ? 

L.  SPEND.  By  your  excefs  of  beauty,  fortune, 
goodnefs ;  even  by  your  excefs  of  love. — And,  I 
have  fworn,  by  all  that's  holy,  that  I  will  not  abufe 
it. — What,  bafely  to  live  a  prey  on  your  fortunes, 
my  CHARLOTTE  ! — to  wed  the  firft  and  laft  object  of 
my  fondeft  affe&ions  to  indigence,  to  difgrace  ? — No 
— never,  never,  never  ! 

Miss  G.  Proud  and  inhuman  ! — would  you  then 
rob  me  of  life's  whole  blefling,  merely  becaufe  you 
want  the  vanity  of  burdening  me  with  trappings  ? — • 
But,  if  you  are  fo  determined,  my  lord,  why  fo  let 
it  be — I  can  be  proud  in  turn? — Adieu,  fir,  for  ever  1 
< — I  will  go  this  inftant,  by  all  my  hopes  I  will — I 
will  make  a  legal  conveyance  of  my  whole  fortune 
from  me,  and  to  a  perfon  who  fhall  never  know 
where  to  find,  or  fearch  for  me,  or  once  thank  me 
for  the  gift. 

f  L,  SPEN*. 
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L.  SPEND.  My  CHARLOTTE?  my  angel !— flay, 
flop,  thou  bright  perfection. 

[Lays  hold  on  her  gown0 

Miss  G.  Oft,  fir — pray,  my  Lord ! 

L.  SPEND.  Stay — take  me — -bow  me— -form  me 
• — I  will  be  all  that  you  would  have  me— obfervant  of 
every  dictate — obfequious  to  every  wifh! 

Miss  G.  O,  my  HENRY  !  my  HENRY! 

Weep, 

JAILOR  enters. 

JAIL.  Lord  Vifcount  SPENDALL,  fir. 

L.  SPEND.  Defire  him  to  walk  in. 

Miss  G.  The  fight  of  him  is  infupportable — I  will 

Attend  you  in  the  next  room. 

[E?;t 

o    r    V    K   K  TT 

S  C  E  N  p       II. 


Enter  BEN.   SPENDALL,   QUIRK,  Mrs.  CHESHIRE, 
Mrs.    MIDNIGHT,  and  Attendants. 

B.  SPEND.— So,  fir — well— have  you  had  time 
enough  to  deliberate  P—^are  you  at  length  content  to 
furrender  your  abfurd  pretenfions  to  my  title  and 
eflate  ? — Or- — perhaps  you  like  your  apartments — you 
had  always  a  little  turn  to  philqjfaphy,  HARRY — fuch 
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a  retirement  as  this,  would  be  a  vaft  friend  to  ftudy, 
and  contemplation.- — Here  are  the  deeds  of  releafe 
and  refignation.- — If  you  will  fign  them — good — you 
ire  then  at  liberty  to  march  back  again  to  Flanders; 
— If  not,  why  remain  a  felo-de-fe,  the  author  of  your 
Own  damnation  to  a  jail  for  life,— 

L.  SPEND.  Take  this  with  you,  fir — that  my  re- 
fignation  of  my  title  of  elderfhip,  is  not  to  debar  me 
of  any  part  of  my  right  to  the  chattels,  or  perfonal 
fortune  of  my  father. 

B.  SPEND.  Chattels,  my  dear  HARRY! — No  chat 
tels  I  aflure  you. — There  is  not  fufficient  left  to  defray 
the  funeral  expences. — A  Right  Honourable  muft 
not  be  interred  like  one  of  you  commoners,  HARRY. 

L.  SPEND.  Well,  let  me  fee  the  deeds— fuch  com 
moners  as  I,  have  reafon  to  fufpecl  fuch  Right  Ho- 
nourables  as  you  are. 

B.  SPEND.  QUIRK,  give  him  the  writings. — But 
hearke'e,  friend — upon  my  word,  you  have  put  me 
to  vaft  expence,  and  trouble,  by  your  frivolous  conteft, 
on  this  occafion,  and  have  thereby  forfeited  all  the 
title  you  might  have  had  to  my  favour.-Your  liberty, 
now,  is  all  that  I  can  afford  you. 

L.  SPEND.    That's  very   fevers,  my   lord.      The 
lofs  of  the  patronage  of  fuch' a  nobleman,  is  a  ftroke 
that  I  could  not  have  expe&ed.— I  fee  the  purport  of 
thefe  papers — I  think  I  may  fign. 
»   B.  SPEND.  At  your  choice,  fir,  at  your  choice. — 

You 
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— You  fee,  I  am  honeft  enough  to  tell  you,  that  your 
fubmiflianisof  thelateft.  -~ QUIRK,  prepare  the  deeds* 
— However,  if  you  have  thoughts  of  flaying  in  En 
gland,  I  will  make  intereft  to  get  you  fome  little  mat* 
ter  of  bread,  in  the  revenue. — Or.  if  you  chufe  to 
join  our  brave  troops  in  Flanders,  I  will  try  to  pro* 
cure  you  a  pair  of  colours > — I  mould  be  forry  to  fee 
fo  near  a  kinfman  reduced  to  the  neceffity  of  carrying 
a  brown  mulket. 

L.  SPEND.  Look  you*  BEN*  — no  more  of  your 
infoknce,  — or  the  fear  of  incurring  a  premunire,  by 
crufhing  under  my  foot  a  worm  of  nobility,  mail  not 
protect  you  from  the  chaflifement  due  to  a  rafcal.  — 
Here,  give  me  the  writings^ 

[Takes  the  pen,  fits  down,  and  offers  tafign. 

B.  SPEND.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — A  lofer  mould  be  allow 
ed  a  little  licence* — But,  methinks  your  hand  feems 
to  make,  HARR?. 

L.  SPEND,  Then,  fir,  I  mail  defer  figning  till  it  is 
more  confirm'd. 

[Throws  away  the  pen,  and  rife* 

B.  SPEND*  Nay,  don't  be  angry,  my  dear  HAR 
RY — don't  be  angry*  and  I  will  tell  you  the  down 
right  truth. — 1  have  more  pleafure  in  depriving  you 
of  this  fame  title  and  eftate,  than  I  think  in  my  foul$ 
I  mail  have  in  the  poffeffion, 

L*  SPEND.  Indeed,  my  brother,  when  I  confidef 
what  a  perverfe  ftep-dame  nature  has  been  to  you^ 
in  mind,  as  well  as  perfon  ;  I  think  it  but  juft  that  * 
fortune  ihould  ftep  in,  to  make  you  fome  reparation. 
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l,  therefore,  yield  you  all  my  claim  to  her  favours 
with  the  lefs  relu&ance ;  and  only  grieve  that  they 
have  cod  you  fo  weighty  a  purchafe.—- -Gome — -give 
me  the  pen,  again.— 

As  Lord  SPENDALL    goes   to  fign,  SUBTRACTION 
haftens  in—He  lays  down  the  pen,  and  rifes. 

SUBT.  Where  is  he  ? — where  is  my  injur'd  Lord, 
my  good  young  mailer  ! — O  fir  ! — -O  my  Lord  ! — 
on  my  knees,  beneath  your  feet,  to  be  crufh'd  at 
your  pleafure — I  fall  for  forgivenef? — Mercy,  mercy ! 

L.  SPEND.  What  ails  the  poor  creature? — Where 
in  have  you  offended  me  ?— I  forgive  you,  from  my 
foul,  though  you  had  finned  againft  me  tenfold  your 
intention  and  ability; — Rife,  man,  rife. 

SUBH.  O,  my  mafter !  we  are  all,  all  againft  you. 
—-my  wife  and  daughters  ;  your  brother,  the  devil, 
the  lawyer  there>  and  myfelf — we  are  all  againft  you. 
But  I  thought  you  dead  indeed :  All  the  devils  in  hell, 
elfe,  nay  not  all  the  wives  in  the  world,  fhould  ever 
have  perfuaded  me  to  figh  that  accurfed  will. 

B.  SPEND.  The  fellow's  mad — fend  him  to  bedlam. 

SUBT.  rife*- 

SUBT.  No,  Mr.  BENJAMIN,  I  am  not  fo  mad  as 
to  forget  the  five  hundred  a.  year  you  promifed  me* 
*— But  five  millions  fhould  not  bribe  me  to  undergo 
fuch  another  night  of  torment  as  laft  night  has  been 
to  me! 

L.  SPINS. 
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L.  SPEND.  But  tell  me,  my  friend,  do  you  know 
any  thing  of  my  birth,  or  of  thofe  who  were  pre-* 
fent  at  the  delivery  of  my  mother  ? 

SUBT.  No  truely,  my  lord  ;  I  was  not  then  known 
to  fhe  family.  c^  . 

L.  SPEND.  Then,  my  good  SUBTRACTION,  though 
I  rejoice  at  your  repentance,  I  am  forry  you  have 
made  enemies  on  my  account ;  particularly  at  a  time 
that  my  friendfhip  cannot  avail  you.  Go,  however, 
and  feclude  yourfelf  a  while  from  your  perfecutors ; 
and  I  will  try,  among  my  acquaintance,  what  may  bar 
done  for  your  fervice. 

SUBT.  May  heaven  hold   a  ihield  between  your 
honour  and  all  evil ! 

JAILOR  enters. 

JAIL.  Mr.  Sergeant  TAUTOLOGY,  my  Lord! 
B.  SPEND.  Shew  him  indirectly. 


SCENE      HI. 

_^  ».| 

Sergeant  TAUTOLOGY  entsrs. 

L.  SPEND.  Mr.  SERGEANT,  your   mofl  obedient* 
I  have  expeded  you  fome  time. 

SlRJ. 

"-          '  * 
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SERJ.  My  Lord,  your  mo  ft  humble  fervant.  Well, 
how  (lands  matters  here  ? — has  your  brother  perfected 
the  writings  which  I  prepared  for  the  nonce  ? 

B.  SPEND.  Not  yet,  fir.— There  he  (lands,  and 
feems  to  have  fome  remaining  qualm  about  him. 

SERO.  Qualm,  fir  ? — that  is  a(loni(hing  ! — Lord, 
fir,  what  (hould  hinder  you  from  confirming  another 
•in  his  rights  ? 

L.  SPEND.  The  perfuafion,  fir,  that  thofe  preten 
ded  rights  have  no  purer  a  fountain  than  perjury,  and 
fubordination. 

SERJ.  Suppofe  it  fo,  my  refpectable  fir,  the  cafe  is 
yet  clear  againft  you. — Two  witnefles  have  here 
iworn,  not  {hat  you  are  not  the  heir — no  fir,  you 
take  me,  that  is  not  what  they  have  fworn — they 
have  not  fworn,  I  fay  fir,  that  you  are  not  the  heir, 
but  that  your  brother  is. — You  feem  to  think,  fir, 
that  thofe  witnefles  are  guilty  of  perjury,  and  your 
brother  qf  fubordination  j  and  we  will  allow  them 
.to  be  guilty,  good  fir, 

B.  SPE^ND,  Mr.  SERGEANT,  Mr.  SERGEANT! 

SERJ.  Pray,  my  Lord — I  fay,  my  Lord  and  ref- 
pe&able  fir,  that  we  will  allow  them  to  be  guilty,  as 
you  fay,  good  fir.— We  will  farther  allow  you,  fir, 
to  be,  in  fa&,  and  bona  fide,  true  heir  to  your  fa 
ther — for  the  law  is  of  great  and  merciful  indulgence; 
und  allows  every  thing  to  its  fufFering  clients,  faving 
only  their  claim.— Wherefore,  refpeftable  fir,  if 
yours  is  the  true  heirdiip,  it  is  a  little  unlucky  for 

you 
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you,  that  another  fhould  prove  himfelf  to  be,  in 
law,  what  you  are,  ia  fact — you  take  me,  good  fir  ! 

L.  SFEND.  What,  Mr.  SERGEANT,  allowing  truth 
and  fact  to  be  in  my  favour,  will  thefe  avail  me  no 
thing  ? 

SERJ.  No,  fir,  nothing  at  all,  indeed.— The  proofs 
stgainft  you  are  pofitive ;  I  fay  pofitive,  fir,  becaufe 
tkey  will  not  admit  a  negative  of  the  thing  to  be 
proved. 

L,  SPEND.  Well  then,  I  may  as  well  fign.  Give 
me  the  pen,for  the  laft  time. 

SCENE       IV. 


Mr.  TIMELY  enters,  leading  in  MHs  GOODLY, 
TIRLAH  following. 

TIME.  My  deareft  young  Lord,  Moft  welcome  to 

England!— 

[Embraces. 

I  knew  not,  till  this  hour,  that  you  were  arrived, — > 
I  wrote  to  you,  to  Bruffels,  on  matters  of  deep  mor 
ment ;  but  you  muil  have  fet  out,  before  my  letters 
<:ould  reach  you. 

B,  SPEND.  Hey  ! — what  have  we  gathering  here  ? 
— No  after-clap,  I  hope,  to  tumble  our  new  build 
ing  about  our  ears  ? 

[Afide. 

TIME. 
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TIME.  But  pray,  my  Lord,  what  makes  you  here  ? 
— Are  you  come,  already,  on  a  vifit  of  charity  to 
the  afflicted  ? 

L.  SPEND.  No,  truely,  good  fir — I  am  the  party 
vifited,  and  thefe  my  bed  apartments. 

TIME.  You  a  prifoner,  my  Lord  ? — that's  fome- 
thing  flrange  indeed  ! — At  whofe  fuit,  I  pray  ? 

TIRL.  'Tis  I  fwo  can  tell  you  dthat — for  you 
looks  like  an  anift  gentleman,  ant  like  vwone  who 
carries  dthe  face  of  a  good  frient  about  him. — Ant  fo, 
fir,  you  mud  know,  dthat  dthe  noble  fadther  of  my 
maefter,  here,  vwas  taken  a  little  fhort ;  and  died, 
mighty  indifcreetly,  before  he  had  time  to  know  his 
own  vw ill.  Ant  fo,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  he  advi- 
fes  vwidth  dthis  innocenj  limb  of  dthe  laa — do  you 
fee  him — fwho,  as  I  beliefs  in  my  confcience,  did 
aniflly,  ant  truely,  ant  vword  for  vword,  write  down 
fwhatever  dthe  dead  man  defired  him. 

[SERGEANT  TAUTOLOGY  fleals  off. 

B.  SPEND.  O,  the  devil ! — I  am  all  in  a  fweat  ! 

[Afide- 

TIME.  Ha,  ha,  ha! — a  very  pleafant  gentleman, 
on  my  word — My  Lord's  attendant  in  his  travels- 
Mr.  FLAHERTY,  I  prefume. 

TIRL.  O'FLAHERTY,  fir,  at  your  farvice. 

TIME.  Sir,  I  fhall  think  myfelf  favour'd  by  youi 
further  acquaintance — Here,  Conftable  ! 


CONST. 
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.  ^>C  •'•- 

CONSTABLE    enters. 

CONST.  Your  worfhip's  commands? 

TIME.  Take  this  very  worthy  attorney  into  clofe 
keeping. — I  will  write  his  mittimus  for  you,  before,! 
leave  the  fpot. 

CONST.  Will  you  be  pleafed,  fir,  to  ftep,  and  fee 
how  you  like  your  lodgings  ? 

[To  QJJIRK. 
.  QUIRK.  By  what  authority,  fir  ? 

B,  SPEND.  Ay,  fir,  I  defire  to  know,  fir,  by 
what  authority  ? 

MID.  By  what  authority,  pray  fir,  by  what  autho 
rity? 

j 

TIME.  O,  you  mall  all  be  fatisfied  on  that  arti. 
cle,  prefently. 

TIRL.  .Stay  yet, .  Conftable : — Mr.  TIMELY,  fir, 
— -dthe  poor  laayer  here  vwould  be  mighty  lonefome, 
vwidthout  no  vwone  but  himfelf  in  company. — • 
Here  are  two  good  oult  vwomen,  of  his  own  acquain- 
Uince,  dear — ant,  intraafh,  it  vwould  be  great  cha. 
rity,  to  pack  dthem,  like  herrins,  in  dthe  vwone  tub. 

TIR{E.  Ay,  but,  Mr,  FLAHERTY,  what  offence 
have  they  committed  ? 

TIRL.  Ivwill  tell  yoa  dthat.— My  maefter  here, 
as  you  knows,  ant  as  all  dthe  vworld  knows,  has 
teen  dthe  eldeft  brodther  of  dthe  family,  excepting 

his 
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his  own  fadther  and  modther ,  dthefe  two  and  twen 
ty  years — till  dthis  blefled  day,  of  all  days  in  dthe 
year,  fwhen  dthefe  two  helfwire  vw itches  puts  him 
into  dthe  body  of  his  dead  modther,  ant  new  coins 
him,  over  again,  into  a  younger  brodther,  vwidth- 
out  title,  or  eftate. 

TIME.  Is  this  fact,  my  Lord? 

L.  SPEND.  It  is,  fir. — They  have  both  depofed, 
before  a  Mafter  in  Chancery,  that  they  oflicir- 
ted  at  the  delivery  of  my  honoured  mother  ;  and 
that  my  brother  BENJAMIN,  here,  was  the  firft  born. 

TIME,  Heavens! — what  is  law,  property,  and 
right  upon  earth — if  all  their  ftruclures  can  be  fap- 
ped,  and  fo  lightly  overturned,  by  the  breath  of 
fuch  wretches  as  thefe  1 — Here,  Conftable,  we  will 
be  guided  by  the  advice  of  our  good  friend,  Mr. 
O'FLAHERTY — be  pleafed  to  join  thefe  ladies  to 
their  brother  in  iniquity — it  were  pity  that  birds  of 
fuch  a  'feather  (hould  be  unflock'd. 

B.  SPEND.  Hold,  .  Conftable — at  your  peril ! — I 
am  a  peer  of  the  realm,  in  the  pofleflion  and  clear 
receipt  of  twenty  thoufand  a  year. — Who,  and  what 
artthou,  fellow,  that  dareft,  with  fuch  infolence,  to 
interfere  in  matters  that  don't  concern  you  ?  Do  you 
truft  that  the  commiffion  of  a  paltry  juttice,  fhaU 
ikreen  you  From  the  refentment  and  crufh  of  nobility  «? 

TIME.   Thou  blamed  branch  of  a   noble  and  gene-' 

cus  flock  ! — I  blufii  to  look  on  .thy  {name,  while  1 
ee  ho\v  it  reflects  on  thofe  who  had  the  m!srortune  to 

be 
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be  parents  to  thy  perfon,  though  ftrangers  to  thy 
vices. — Now  attend — Conftable,  look  to  your 
prifoners. 

[Takes  parchments  out  of  his  pocket. 

B.  SPEND.  Damnation ! — what's  all  this  ? 

Miss    G.  My  dear  Mr.    TIMELY,  you   aftonifh, 
you  tranfport  me  ! — What  are  you  about? 

TIRL.  By  Shaint  Patrick,  1  blief  vwe  are  like  to 
have  good  news  by  dthe  next  packets. 
*  TIME-  Here,  my  Lord,  is  a  regifter'd  affidavit, 
made  twenty  years  ago,  by  my  own  mother  and  Lady 
NEIGHBOURLY,  who  were  both  prefent  at  your  birth. 
—And  here  is  a  clear  conveyance,  which  your 
noble  father  lately  made  to  me,  of  all  his  real  and 
perfonal  fortune,  in  truft  for  himfelf,  during  life,  and 
for  your  Lordfhip,  immediately  after  his  deceafe— 
and  this  he  did,  one  would  think,  as  forefeeing  the 
machinations  that  would  be  practifed  againft  you. — 
This  paper  aflures  you  of  your  title — and  this  parch 
ment  of  your  eftate. 

B.  SPEND.  Perdition  fink  you  all — brother,  title, 
fortune,  truftee,  and  human  kind  ! 

[Exeunt  after  Conflable  and  Prifoners. 

TIRL.  Whirroo,  maefter — give  me   dthe    vwone 
kifs,  denr ! — 

[Rifles  his  hand. 

Mifs  CHARLOTTE,  I  wim  you  joy  ! — my  Lady  CHAR 
LOTTE,  I  fhould  fay. — Mr.  TIMELY,  give  me  your 
hant ! — You  are  a  mighty  anift  gentleman,  and  no 
bad  frient  at  a  dead  lift. 

L,  SPEND- 
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L.  SPEND.  Shall  I  too  wifli  you  joy,  my  CHAR 
LOTTE  ? 

Miss  G.  O,  my  HENRY  ! — this  unlocked  for 
turn  » — the  joy  I  think  has  overpower'd  me  ! 

L.  SPEND.  My  fweeteft  love  ! — Aflift  me  to  devife 
fome  return — fome  acknowledgement  of  gratitude  to 
the  hand  which  has  convey'd  to  us  this  high  tide  of 
fucceft. 

TIME.  My  Lord,  you  can  add  nothing  to  my 
happinefs,  except  the  pleafure  I  mall  have  in  be 
holding  your  profperity. 

L.  SPEND.  My  bed  friend,  and  now  my  father  ! — 

[Embraces. 

But,  what's  become  of  our  very  learned  SERGEANT  ? 
TIRL,    Dthe   thief  has    flole  himfelf  avway — he 
thought  TAUTOLOGY  by  vwone  too  many  in  com 
pany. 

MELISSANDRA   enters. 

MEL.  My  dear  Lady,  have  I  found  you  at  laft  ? 
— I  have  heard  the  glad  news  ! — Joy,  joy,  my  fweet 
miftrefs ! 

Miss  G.  Thank  you,  my  fweet  girl ;— ^1  hope 
there  will  be  joy  for  you  too. 

L.  SPEND.  My  old  friend,  and  fellow  traveller,  I 
will  dire6tly  fettle  five  hundred  a  year  upon  you, 
on  condition  that  you  will  not  leave  me,  but  take 
the  reft  of  my  fortune  into  your  management. 

TIRL.  I  vwould  radther  you  vwould  do  fomething 
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fwor  your  own  brodther,  dear  ; — Fwor,  tho*  I  hated 
him  as  much  as  ever  I  loved  my  own  modther — yet, 
now  dthe  tables  are  turned,  my  heart  has  got  a  grum. 
bling ;  ant  I  vwou'dn't  let  him  fink  for  vwant  of 
throwing  out  a  rope,  to  bring  him  vwonce  more  to 
land,  poor  fellow*! 

L.  SPEND.  You  fhall,  moil  willingly,  be  indulged 
in  this  matter,  my  good  TIRLAH. 

Miss  G.  My  Lord,  I  know  that  my  faithfull 
MILLY  has  a  kindnefs  for  Mr.  FLAHERTY. — She  is 
a  gentlewoman  bred  and  born;  the  beft  creaturelever 
knew — and  if  Mr.  TIRLAH  will  accept  of  her  for  a 
partner,  I  will  add  a  thoufand  pounds  to  her  fortune. 

TIRL.  I  vwould  be  loth  to  refufe  you  any  thing, 
my  dear  Mifs  CHARLOTTE — My  heart  has  alvways 
had  a  fort  of  a  vwarming  for  pretty  Mrs.  MILLY — • 
But  I  am  affrait  dthat  Mrs.  MILLY'S  love  to  me,  ant 
my  love  to  Mrs.  MILLY,  vwould  be  of  bad  exam 
ple  in  a  polite  neighbourhood,  my  Lady. 

L.  SPEND.  Happily  refolved, — Mr.  TIMELY,  I 
hope  you  will  honour  our  nuptials  with  your  pre- 

fence. 

TIME.  My  lord,  I  fliall  efteem  every  occafion  of 
being  admitted  to  your  family,  as  an  accfeffion  to 
my  happinefs — I  mall  alfo  be  favoured  in  the  know 
ledge  of  Mr.  FLAHERTY  here  ;  I  perceive,  by  his  ex 
ample,  how  amiable  and  bright  that  virtue  mud  be, 
which  blunder  cannot  darken,  nor  a  laugh  make  un- 

refpe&able. 

TIRL. 
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TIRL.  I  fee  you  are  a  fenfible  man,  Mr.  TIMELY. 
—A  vwife  frient  of  my  own  toult  me,  dthat  he 
never  knew  a  man  fall  into  dthe  ditch,  f while  he 
kept  vwalking  'pon  dthe  crown  of  dthe  caufy. — 
You  fee,  good  Chriftian  peoples — as  many  as  dthef€ 
may  be  of  you  !— 

Dthat  anifty,  in  fpite  of  turn  and  trick, 
Has  made  a  Fwool  of  Knavery  ant  Oult  Nick. 
After  long  joys  to  come,  and  forrows  paft, 
Dthe  Man  of  Honour  is  dthe  firft,  at  laft  ! 

[Claps  his  matter  on  the  ftuwlde~r» 
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PERSONS. 

SIR  THOMAS  STANDARD,   General  of  the 

BRITISH  FORCES 
COLONEL  MACINTOSH. 
MAJOR  AP  SHENKIN. 
LIEUTENANT  TERRIBLE. 
SERJEANT  FILE. 

MR.  CLINTON,  a  Gentleman,  lately  entered  as 
a  common  Soldier. 

TRUEBY,  his  Attendant. 

* 
W    O    M    E    N. 

LADY  STANDARD,  Wife  of  SIR  THOMAS. 
HARRIET  MANSFIELD,  theFEMALEOFFicBR. 
LAURA,  her  Maid,  in  the  habit  of  a  Footboy. 


SOLDIERS,  SUTLERS,  PRISONERS,  JAILOR,  && 
SCENE,  The  BRITISH  CAMP  in  PORTUGAL; 
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ACT      'I. 

SCENE      I. 

BRITISH  CAMP. 


SIR  THOMAS  STANDARD,  COLONEL  MACINTOSH, 
and  MAJOR  AP  SHENKINT,  enter  on  one  fide — 
SERJEANT  FILE  on  the  other. 

Sir  THO.  TT  THAT's  the  news,  Serjeant  ? 
FILE.         VV     Pleafe  your  honour,  here's  one 
Mr.  PLEASANT,  who  requefts  to  be  admitted. — A 
few  hours  ago,  he   arrived  from  England  with  a 
good  looking  parcel  of  recruits. 

Sir  THO.  They  could  never  come  in  better  fea- 
fon — Defire  the  gentleman  to  walk  in. 
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SCENE     II. 

HARRIET  enters  as  Mr.  PLEASANT,  LAURA  at 
tending. 

Sir  THO.  A  pretty  youth  ! 

HARRIET.  For^  Sir  THOMAS  .STANDARD — 

[Delivers  a  letter. 

MACINT.  Gewd  troth,  owr  anamees  woll  na  ba 
floid  be  tha  fearcenafs  o'  hes  phefeognomee. 

AP  SHEN.  Hur  may  have  a  heart  as  pig,  for  all 
—as  if  hur  were  a  Scotch  curnel  of  drakoons. 

Sir  THO.  Mr.  PLEASANT,  you  are  welcome  to 
Portugal! — My  lord  writes  me  word  here,  that 
you  are  defirous  of  ferving  his  majefty,  and  re 
commends  you  in  a  very  particular  manner.  A 
lieutenacy  of  foot  is  now  vacant,  if  you  think 
good  to  accept  it  till  a  better  commiffion  offers. 

HARRIET.  Sir,  you  oblige  me.  But,  as  I  arn 
new  to  the  fervice,  I  beg  to  be  inftruded  in  your 
difcipline. 

Sir  THO.  Serjeant  FILE,  be  it  your  care  to  teach 
this  young  gentleman  his  exercife. 

FILE.  Truth  is,  pleafe  your  honour,  we  have 
been  at  that  fport  already. 

Sir  THO.  Permit  me,  Mr  PLEASANT,  to  intro 
duce  you  to  your  brother  officers  I — This  is  Colo 
nel  MACINTOSH,  and  this  Major  AP-SHENKIN — 
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they  do  honour  toWales  and  Scotland,  their  refpec- 
tive  countries.  [Salute. 

HARRIET.  Courage  arid  probity,  fir,  are  of  no 
particular  nation.  You  are  my  fuperior  officers, 
gentlemen  •,  and  I  (hall  endeavour  to  deferye  your 
favour,  by  my  attention  and  fervices. 

MACINT.  Ser,  yar  fauce  is  a'ene  as  gewd  as 
Ser  Clamant  Cottarall's — ya  need  na  fairar  entro- 
du&ion  to  the  prences  o'tha  lond. 

AP  SHENK.  I  will  tefend  hur  from  ill  ufages  in, 
a  far  country.  I  luffs  to  do  civilites  to  a  ftrancher 
and  a  fhentleman. 

HARRIET.  I  thank  you,  Majpr  ! 
SirTno.  Have  you  any  thing  new  from  England, 
Mr.  PLEASANT  ? 

HARRIET.  Nothing  new,  Sir  THOMAS,  fave 
fongs  and  country  dances  ;  every  other  fpecies  of 
folly  is  worn  to  the  thread. 

Sir  THO  How  then  do  they  do  for  employ 
ment  ? 

HARRIET.  O,  fir,  they  are  flill  as  eager  as  ever 
in  purfuit  of  an  old  camelion,  which  fome  call  plea- 
fure,  and  others  profit.  I  too  followed  the  chaee  of 
the  one  and  the  other,  till  I  was  tired  ;  and  am 
now  to  fearch  for  the  object  of  my  defires,  rn  the 
purfuit  of  what  you,  gentlemen,  call  fame. 

MAGIENT.  Faum  quo'  ha  ?> — Sha  is  a  meftrafs, 
that  is  na  to  ba  won,  like  other  wanches,  wi  a  bon- 
?ry  bow  and  a  fmug  fauce. 

S  3  AP  SHENK. 
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AP  SHENK.  Hur  is  to  be  woo'd  with  try  trup- 
pings,  and  ferenatet  with  cannons  and  tying 
croans. 

HARRIET.  My  nature,  I  own,  gentlemen,  is  not 
without  its  fears  ;  but  when  cuftom  has  made  dan 
ger  familiar  to  me,  I  hope  to  look  on  it,  like  your- 
felves,  without  concern. 

Sir  THO.  Generouily  fpoken.  But  pray,  Mr. 
PLEASANT,  are  the  traders  for  the  war  ? 

HARRIET.  I  am  told  they  are,  fir  ;  though  it  is 
hard  to  fay,  who  are  implied  in  that  term.  Eng 
land  is  now  become  a  whole  nation  of  traders — 
at  court,  they  fell,  preferment;  at  Weftminfter, 
they  fell  juilide  •,  through  the  country,  they  fell 
their  liberties ;  and  in  the  city,  they  fell  their  fouls. 
In  (hort,  nothing  but  bad  example  is  given  gratis 
throughout  the  kingdom. 

MAC  INT.  Ho,  ho,  ho  ! — troth,  lieutanont,  ya'» 
hove  e'en  an  auld  tongue  i'  thofe  young  chops  o' 
your  ane. 

AP  SHENK.  Hur  i?  as  pretty  a  lat  of  hur  inches, 
as  one  would  fee  of  a  funny  tay, 

HARRIET.  But  pray,  gentlemen,  do  ye  know 
one  Mr.  CLINTON,  among  the  Britifh  forces  in  this 
kingdom  ? 

Sir  THO.  Mr.  CLINTON  of  Berkfhire,  do  you 
mean  ? 

. 

HARRIET.  The  fame,  fir,  a  tall  Tiandforrte  geiv 
tlrTtia.fL 
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Sir  THO.  He  is  not  in  Portugal,  I  afiure  you. 
He  is  one  for  whom  1  have  a  very  particular 
efteem  and  affe&ion ;  and,  I  think,  he  neither 
would,  nor  could  conceal  himfelf,  in  this  king 
dom,  from  my-knowledge. 

HARRIET.  I  am  forry  to  hear  it.  I  had  parti- 
cular  bufinefs  with  him. 

Sir  THO.  If  yon  would  chufe  a  little  recreation, 
gentlemen,  it  is  now  the  hour  for  going  the 
rounds,  and  I  (hould  be  glad  of  your  company. 

HARRIET.  I  am  commiflioned  to  deliver  fome 
letters  to  Lady  STANDARD  •,  after  that,  I  will  do 
niyfelf  the  honour  to  attend  you. 

Sir  THO.  You  will  find  her  in  my  tent. 

[Exeunt  feverally. 


SCENE      III. 

CLINTON  and  TRUEBY  enter. 

CLINTON.  No,  TRUEBY — take  the  world  (im 
ply  as  it  now  (lands,  and  no  one  breathing  can 
name  a  fingle  end  or  purpofe,  for  which  it  coukj 
be  made. 

TRUEBY.  No,  fir? 

CLINTON.  No—Tell  me  now,  if  thou  canft, 
the  end  of  a  foldier. 

TRUEBY.  A  fever,  a  bullet,  or  bad  furgery,  is 
S  4  what; 
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what  brings  him  to  an  end,  fir.    But  his.  general 
end  is  the  fervice  of  his  countrymen. 

CLINTON.  And  to  what  end  are  his  country* 
men  ? 

TRUEBY.  To  live  and  labour,  for  the  good  of 
pofterity. 

CLINTON.  And  that  pofterity  for  the  good  of 
theirs  5  and  fq  on,  to  no  end — all  labouring  to 
confer  the  benefit  that  no  one  ever  received.  If 
life  is  a  farce,  the  fhorter  the  better.  I  am  weary 
of  the*part  I  have  been  adting  in  it! 

TRUEBY.  Sir,  you  mud  have  met  with  great 
JoiTes,  or  have  been  crofs'd  in  love,  or  you  could 
never  find  iayour  heart  to  talk  at  this  rate. 


SCENE      IV. 

SERJEANT  FILE  and  feveral  foldiers  enter. 

* 

FILE.  O  ho — are  you  there  ?— Fire  and  faggot, 
it  is  lucky  that  I  met  you  ! — this  bufinefs  might 
fiave  brought  you  before  a  court  martial — Come, 
I  myfelf  will  condcfcend  to  take  up  this  matter — 
STEVEN  "STATURE  !  Hand  forth,  and  hold  up  your 
hand  at  the  bar  of  our  tribunal. 

;  •  f  ....  . 

CLINTON.  Why,  who  dare  accufe  me? — is  it 
you,  or  you,  or  any  of  you  ? 
i  ft  SOLD.  Not.L 
2d  SOLD.  Nor  I, 
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^d  SOLD.  Nor  I,  Mr.  STEVEN. 

FILE.  Why  you  pack  of  pimping,  prevaricat 
ing,  to-and-again  rafcals  I—Did  ye  not,  one  and 
all,  fee  up  your  throats,  and  open  like  fo  many- 
hounds  againft  this  fellow  ? — May  I  never  reach  at 
a  general's  ftaff,  if  I  have  not  a  mind  to  make 
every  whore's  fon  of  you  go  the  gauntlope  ! 

4th  SOLD.  Why,  Mr.  Serjeant,  we  could  fpeak 
an  we  durft  ? 

FILE.  An  ye  durft,  ye  daftardly  villains  !  why 
what  the  devil  are  ye  afraid  of? 

3d  SOLD.  Why  that's  the  very  thing.  It  is  not 
any  man  we  fear — it  is  that  fame  devil,  STEVEN  ! 

4th  SOLD.  Pleafe  your  commanderfhip  that  is  to 
be,  it  was  but  yefterday,  when  Frank  Filch,  and 
Dick  Doggril,  were  in  our  company  ;  and  one 
only  told  him  he  lied,  and  the  other  only  called 
him  a  fon  of  a  bitch,  and  he  knocked  their  heads 
together  till  he  addled  them  like  eggs. 

FILE.  O  fie,  STEVEN,  fie!  it  is  very  ungentle- 
manly  of  you  not  to  take  foldierly  language. 

CLINTON.  You  are  a  pleafant  man,  Serjeant. 
put  on  with  your  inquiry. 

FILE.  Well,  don't  fear  now,  ye  dogs — I  am 
here  to  protect  you  ! — Come,  what  further  have  ye 
to  fay  againft  this  fame  terrible  STEVEN  ? 

jft  SOLD.  Formyfelf,  I  have  only  to  fay,  that 
I  made  a  little  too  free,  or  fo,  with  my  comrade's 
ytfc  5  and  fo  STEVEN  comes  upon  me,  and  threlhes 

me 
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me  as  if  he  had  been  a  tafker  in  a  barn — and  fa 
the  matter  comes  to  my  comrade's  ears  ;  and  if  he 
hadn't  been  a  good  tempered  man,  it  might  have 
bred  a  difference  between  us,  you  know. — 

FILE.  Oy,  oy,  Mr.  STEVEN  !  do  you  enjoin 
penance,  and  apply  it  too,  propro  perfono  ? — 
Come,  Drummer,  have  you  any  thing  in  this  bu- 
fincfs? 

DRUM.  Yes,  Mr.  Serjeant — for  you  are  wife, 
and  know  more  than  it  is  proper  to  fpeak  of;  and 
you,  and  Heaven  are  my  witnefles,  that  two  pence 
of  his  Majefty's  pay  never  went  into  this  belly  in 
dry  meat ;  for  one  third  goes  to  the  colonel,  in 
•whole  pay,  for  half  clothing ;  and  one  third  goes 
to  the  agent,  for  advance  of  the  other  third  j 
the  lad  third  goes,  the  devil  knows  how ;  and.  the 
remainder  I  give  in,  charity. 

FILE.  Sirrah,  firrah ! — can't  you  tell  your  tale, 
without  revealing  the  myfteries  of  your  profefilon  ? 

DRUM.  Well,  let  that  pafs — And  fo,  as  I  was 
faying,  I  am  but  a  drummer  •,  and  this  dog,  here, 
is  all  I  have  to  truft  to,  and  he  is  better  than  a 
father  to  me — So  we  were  on  our  march,  and  ho 
ped  Lurcher,  here,  brought  me  a  couple  of  as  fine 
ducks  as  ever  kept  coil  in  a  farm-yard — Off  goes 
the  drum  head  •,  in  go  the  ducks ;  up  comes  the 
owners,  and  might  have  fearched  till  domefday ; 
but  this  devil  of  a  ST.EYEN,  who  fpied  the  affair, 
puts  me  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  pays  the  people 

their 
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their  demand,  and   calling  me  afide,  takes  nine 
times  the  value  out  of  my  bones. 

2d  SOLD.  Pleafe  your  captainfhip,  that  is  to  be^ 
during  our  five  days  march,  he  had  like  to  ftarve 
the  whole  company  with  hunger  and  cold  ;  for  he 
would  neither  fuffer  us  to  feize  a  ftraggling  fheep 
or  ftray  turkey,  nor  even  to  touch  a  rag  of  linen, 
though  it  hung  within  our  reach. 

FILE.  Why,  what  a  dog-in-a-manger  thou  art, 
STEVEN,  who  wilt  neither  Heal  thyfelf,  nor  fuffer 
other  people  ? 

CLINTON.  An  army  of  fuch  rafcals  would  be  of 
national  ufe,  Serjeant,  in  draining  England  of  the 
plenteoufnefs  of  its  fcum  and  corruptions.  The 
fooner  thefe  fellows  are  tumbled  into  a  fofs,  or 
toflfed  aloft  by  a  mine,  the  fooner  the  earth  will  be 
lightened  of  a  grievance. 

FILE.  Move,  move,  from  before  the  tent^-herc 
comes  the  general's  lady, 

SCENE      V. 

HARRIET  and  Lady  STANDARD  enter. 

Lady  STAND.  My  dear  girl,  though  I  approve 
of  your  fpirit  and  generofity,  I  greatly  blame  the 
rifques  you  run  in  this  enterprize— neither  do  I 
think  any  man  breathing  worth  the  toil  and  the 
dagger,  to  which  you  expofe  yourfelf. 

o  HARRIET. 
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HARRIET.  Yes,  aunt,  he  is  worth  more  than 
any  woman  can  do  for  him — and  that's  more  than 
can  be  faid  of  any  other  man. 

LadySTAND.  Well,  HARRIET,  I  vow  you  arc 
a  ftrange  venturous  creature. 

HARRIET.  Why,  aunt,  my  refolution,  like  my 
love,  is  grown  defperate — if  I  find  my  CLINTON, 
here  ends  my  campaign ;  if  -not,  I  dare  every 
thing ;  for,  after  the  lofs  of  my  lover,  I  have  no 
thing  left  to  fear. 

Lady  STAND.  My  dear  child,  fince  you  are  fa 
determined,  I  will  fend,  in  Sir  THOMAS'S  name, 
to  every  port  and  place  of  public  rendezvous ;  and 
if  he  is  alive,  and  in  Portugal,  I  will  find  him  for 
you. 

HARRIET.  My  deareft  aunt,  this  feafonable 
kindnefs  binds  me  to  you  for  ever  !  [Embrace*. 

SCENE      VI. 

Sir  THOMAS  STANDARD  enters. 

Sir  THO.  Ha,  villain  !  was  this  thy  commifilon, 
to  Lady  STANDARD  ?  But  I  fcorn  to  take  thec  at 
advantage — turn  and  defend  thyfelf !  [Draws. 

LadySTAND.  Ah!  —  hold,  hold,  for  Heaven's 
fake '.—would  you  fhed  the  blood  of  your  own 
neiee? —  would  you  murder  HARRIET  MANS 
FIELD  J 

Sir 
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Sir  THO.  HARRIET  MANSFIELD  ! — in  Portugal, 
and  in  thefc  habiliments  ?  I  am  aftoniihed  beyond 
meafure. 

HARRIET.  It  is  even  fo,  my  honour'd  uncle!— 
like  a  froward  child,  I  quarrelled  with  happinefs, 
and  am  come  in  fearch  of  what  I  foolifhly  caft 
awayj  and  would  now  give  a  fhoufand  worlds, 
were  they  mine,  to  recover  it. 

Sir  THO,  O—  I  now  have  leave  to  guefs  the 
caufe  of  your  enquiry  for  my  friend  CLINTON. 

HARRIET.  Ah,  fir!  you  never  will  pardon  me 
the  offence  I  have  done  you  in  that  friend. 

Sir  THO.  I  know  he  loved  you  to  diffraction, 
HARRIET — he  made  me  privy  to  his  paffion  before 
I  left  England. 

HARRIET.  And  mine,  fir,  I^confefs,  was  at 
leaft  as  warm  as  his  own.  But  falfe  education,  na 
tural  vanity,  the  pride  of  difplaying  my  power, 
and  a  curiofity  to  know  how  far  it  extended,  made 
me  a  perpetual  riddle  to  the  beil  of  underftand- 
ings,  and  a  perpetual  plague  to  the  worthieft  of 
hearts ! 

Sir  THO.  HARRIET — the  devil,  from  the  fall 
of  our  firft  mother,  has  ever  flood  fentinel  at  the 
door  of  female  vanity  ! 

HARRIET.  Too  true,  my  dear  uncle!  — But 
here  comes  my  ferjeant.  Pray  leave  me  for  the 
prefent;  I  will  fpeedily  attend  you,  and  anfwer  all 

enquiries.  [Exeunt  Sir  THOMAS  and  his  Lady, 

SCENE 
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SCENE      VII. 

< 

Enter  SERJEANT  FILE. 

FILB.  Well,  my  brave  captain,  do  you  remem 
ber  your  laft  leflbn  ? 

HARRIET.  Yes,  Serjeant — perfectly. 

FILE.  Ay,  but  Mr.  PLEASANT,  the  mechanical 
part  of  the  exercife  is  what  every  blockhead  may 
learn  :  if  you  would  get  refpecl:,  and  rife  in  the 
army,  you  muft  be  perfect  in  the  impudence  and 
military  airs  of  a  gentleman. — Come  fir,  your 
company  will  be  here  prefently. 

HARRIET.  Begin  then  to  the  proof. 

[Pruffian  exercifik 

FILE.  Now  give  a  motion  or  two,  as  thus— 
between  the  genteel  ftride,  and  the  faucy  ftrut. 

HARRIET.  There —  [Pradlifes. 

FILE.  Pretty  well — pretty  well — a  little  more 
of  the  audacious. — 

HARRIET.  Was  that  right,  Serjeant  ? 

FILE.  Well — extremely  well  for  a  young  be 
ginner  !  Now,  halt — face  me  half  round  on  one 
heel — give  a  look  of  terrible  notice  along  the  file ; 
flick  your  pike  in  the  ground,  and  cry— Atten 
tion  ! 

HARRIET.  Attention! 

FILE. 
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FILE*  Ah,  fir,  that  voice  of  yours  is  the  devil! 
—the  brow  of  a  lion,  and  the  bleat  of  a  lamb,  I 
doubt,  will  never  pair  together !  —To  it,  again. 
Attention ! 

HARRIET.  Attention! 

FILE.  That  muft  fhift,  that  muft  fhift — But  a 
camp  cold,  or  a  camp  companion,  you  take  me, 
would  contribute  much  to  your  improvement. 
There  is  nothing  left,  for  the  prefent,  but  to  tofs 
up  your  cane  with  a  pragmatical  flourifh — to 
mark  that  every  rafcal  (lands  erect,  keeps  his  toes 
out  like  a  dancing  mailer,  and  lets  his  firelock  hang 
eafy  on  his  (boulder — or,  where  no  fault  may  be 
found,  you  muft  fupply  that  with  t  invention  and 
authority ! 

HARRIET.  I  thank  you,  Serjeant;!  cant  fail 
to  improve  under  fo  excellent  a  tutor ;  and  here  is 
a  purfe  of  twenty  pieces  for  your  prefent  pains. — 
But  do  you  remember  your  promife  of  bringing 
me  into  a  quarrel,  where  I  mould  acquire  fomc 
reputation  with  little  danger  ? 

FILE.  With  no  danger  at  all,  fir. — The  truth 
is,  that,  till  a  red-coated  youngfter  is  once  blood 
ed,  he  is  (hun'd  and  looked  down  upon  as  the 
greateft  puppy  in  the  pack. 

HARRIET.  Well,  and  how  have  you  ma 
naged  ? 

FILE.  Why  you  muft  know,  that  your  firft 
lieutenant  is  one  STERN  TERRIBLE,  a  damn'd 

bounciog, 
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bouncing,  bluftering,  good-natured  fellow;  who 
quarrels  with  all  by  habit,  but  fights  no  body  in 
anger.  Now,  I  went  to  his  tent  this  morning, 
^rid,  in  his  abfence,  broke  off  the  point  of  his 
fword,  and  returned*  it , to  the  fcabbard  juft  as  he 
entered.  I  then  told  him,  that  our  young  lieu 
tenant  defired  the  honour  of  being  introduced  to 
him.  But  here  he  comes.  If  he  has  changed  his 
weapon,  I  will  tip  you  this  token  \  if  not,  be  cou 
rageous,  my  boy,  he  is  a  man  at  your  mercy ! 

HARRIET.  Well,  Serjeant,  if  you  bring. me  off 
with  eclat,  that  purfc  has  a  brother. 


SCENE      VIII. 

LIEUTENANT  TERRIBLE  enters. 

FILE.  Mr.  TERRIBLE,  this  is  the  gentleman- 
Mr.  PLEASANT,  this  is  your  elder  lieutenant. 

[They  falute. 

TERRIBLE.  A  pretty  boy,  FILE,  a  pretty  boy  ! 
— If  he  has  fpirit  and  good  humour,  I  will  be  his 
protector.  Have  you  ever  ferved,  my  dear  ? 

HARRIET.  Yes,  Hr.  I  ferve  my  friends  with 
my  pude  •,  and  I  wear  a  fword,  that  is  always  at 
the  fervice  of  my  enemies. 

TERRIBLE.  The  devil  you  do,  child— pert  and 
pretty  enough !— Serjeant,  its  hell-fire  cold  this 
morning— I  wifli  I  could  get  any  one  that  would 

take 
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take  a  friendly  tilt  or  fo — a  breathing  would  be  as 
good  as  a  dram  of  Holland's  gin  ! 

HARRIET.  I  find  then,  Mr.  TERRIBLE,  that  if 
a  gentleman  had  a  mind  to  bring  you  to  an  en 
gagement,  he  would  not  be  under  the  neceflity  of 
provoking  you  for  the  purpofe  ! 

TERRIBLE.  By  no  means,  my  dear  PLEASANT^ 
I  always  avoid  fighting  when  I  am  in  anger — paf- 
fion  is  apt  to  put  a  man  out  of  his  play  ! 

HARRIET.  But  I  was  told,  my  dear  friend,  be 
fore  I  fee  out  for  the  army,  that  if  I  chofe  to  liv.e 
in  peace  with  my  brother  officers,  I  mufl  firft  take 
a  turn  or  two  with  fome  who  had  got  a  name  for 


courage. 


.  My  brave  boy,  you  could  not  be 
better  advifed. 

HARRIET.  But  here,  again,  I  am  at  a  lofsj 
for  1  find,  upon  enquiry,  that,  among  you  of  the 
red-coated  fraternity  in  Portugal,  there  is  none 
on  whom  a  gentleman  might  get  reputation, 

TERRIBLE.  The  devil  there  isn't  ? 

HARRIET.  No — unlefs  I  fhould  chufe  to  be 
tried  for  mutiny,  for  challenging  the  General  him" 
fclf,  or  the  great  Scotch  colonel  of  horfe. 

TERRIBLE.  Some  court  page,  or  nobleman's 
baftard — I  know  by  thy  impudence,  child ! 

HARRIET.  I  was  told,  indeed,  of  a  certain  lieu 
tenant  of  a  certain  regiment,  who  had  a  deal  of 
falfe  fire,  of  the  fquib,  and  the  bounce,  and  fo» 

VOL.  IV.  T  forth- 
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forth— but  who  really  had  nothing  formidable 
about  him,  excepting  his  name,  and  a  damn'd 
ugly  face  ! 

TERRIBLE.  Of  all  infolent  little  villains,  thou 
art  the  mod  audacious  and  provoking  —  But, 
firrah,  I  will  give  thee  a  leffon  of  manners  that 
fhall  not  need  repeating.  [Draws* 

FILE.  Gentlemen,  dear  gentlemen  ! 

TEKRIBLE.  Let  me  alone,  FILE,  there  is  no 
bearing  this  ! 

HARRIET.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  thought  that  fight 
ing  in  a  paflion  put  you  out  of  play,  [Draws, 
lieutenant.— -I  with,  my  dear  TERRIBLE,  that  I 
owed  thee  a  hundred  pieces,  this  mould  write  me 
a  receipt  in  full  of  all  accounts  I— 

[Engages,  and  difarms  TERRIBLE. 

TERRIBLE.  Damnation  !  I  never  was  fo  foil'd 
in  all  my  days. 

FILE.  \Vhat  a  ftrength  the  little  gentleman  has 
inhis  wrill! — See  here,  Mr.  TERRIBLE,  how  he 
fnapt  oft'  your  point  at  a  fingle  turn  ! 

[Pretends  to  take  up  the  point  o.rthe  fword. 

TERRIBLE.  He  is  vaft  expert  at  his  weapon, 
truely  !  and  as  cool  as  the  devil — as  cool  as  the 
devil! — Ay,  there  he  had  it  of  me-,  but  I  fee  he 
has  been  at  it,  many  a  time  and  oft. 

HARRIET.  1  hope,  fir,  you  are  not  hurt — Ser 
jeant,  I  defire  that  this  affair  may  go  no  further— 
I  fcorn  to  derive  credit  from  the  foil  of  a  gentle 
man, 
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man,  whofe  friendfhip  I  defire. — -By  this  time  the 
chocolate  is  ready  in  my  tent — I  hope  Mr.  TER 
RIBLE  will  not  r«fufe  me  the  pleafure  of  his  com 
pany  to  breakfaft. 

TERRIBLE.  My  brave  boy,  I  will  take  it  upon 
myfelf,  that  you  (hall  lofe  none  of  the  merit  of 
this  day's  encounter  ! — Henceforth,  as  the  faying 
is,  you  may  walk  the  fod  !— * Allons  ! —  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      IX. 
CLINTON  enters  mufing. 

CLINTON.  It  muft  be  fome  unhappinefs  in  my 
own  nature  !  Heaven  could  never  intend  that 
man,  the  favour'd  lord  of  this  his  earthly  deputa 
tion,  fhould,  in  fpite  of  fuperior  fenfe  and  reafon, 
be  the  dependant  dupe,  and  jeft,  of  the  moft  va 
riable,  deceitful,  unaccountable,  and  ungrateful  of 
all  creatures,  Woman  !  What  a  combat  have  I 
fought  with  myfelf! — how  I  difdain,  and  execrate 
the  toils  in  which  I  find  myfelf  caught ! — But  to 
what  purpofe  do  I  druggie  ?  the  tormenting  image 
of  this  girl  ftands  before  me  all  the  day — I  clofe  my 
eyes  in  darknefs,  I  (hut  up  my  fenfes  in  deep, 
but  cannot  (hut  her  out — O  might  my  fpirit  be 
hold  her  wedded  to  fome  wealthy,  worthlefs  wretch, 
infenfible  of  his  own  happinefs,  blind  to  all  her 
beauties,  impenetrable  to  her  complaints! — then 
/hould  I  fee  her  weep  in  bittcrnefs  of  foul,  over  the 
memory  of  her  forfakea — her  too  faithful  Clinton. 
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SCENE       X. 

Several  Soldiers  enter  with  Serjeant  FILE. 

FILE.  Corne  lads,  rank,  rank! — .Your  new  offi 
cer  will  be  here  directly  ;  he  is  no  mountain  of  a 
commander,  but  fharp,  damn'd  (harp,  and  as  hot 
and  tefty  as  the  devil.  He  lias  feen.  vaft  fervice, 
too,  prodigious  fervice,  indeed,  though  he  looks 
like  a  mere  baby  : — At  the  battle  of  Cat-in-pan,  a 
fmall  bullet  paffed  through  his  jaws,  and  left  a 
mark  in  each  cheek  that  looks,  for  all  the  world* 
like  two  dimples-. 

HARRIET  and  her  Maid  enter. 

HARRIET.  Hey,  Serjeant  ! 

FILE.  Sir. 

HARRIET.  Why,  ferjeanf,  what  a  devil  of  a 
fet  is  this  you  have  found  me  for  foldiers  ! — all  un- 

fettlcd,  all  im'brted  I — .we  muft  have  a  ftrange  re 
form  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

FILE.  Some  of  '-cm  are  but  novices,  an't  pleafe 
you 

HARRIET.  Ay!  novices  with  a  vengeance  :— new, 
indeed,  to  all  difcipline  and  decency  !  I  have  not 
feen  the  like  through  all  my  campaigns  !  Will 

this     fellow,    now,   -think    you,    [Pointing  to  CLINTON] 

with  the  head  of  a  mufmg  mutton,  have  the  affur- 
ance  to  look  an  enemy  in  the  face  ? — And  you, 
firrah,  who  gave  your  hat  that  cock  for  a  cow 
boy  ?  .There's  another,  too,  wears  his  neck  cloth, 
as  if  it  had  been  prophetically  twilled  by  the  hang 
man,  And  you,  you  fcoundrel,  how  dare  you 

appear 


THE  FEMALE  OFFICER.     279 

appear  before  me  with  a  fhirt  that  looks  as  if  you 
had  flead  a  tawny  moor,  and  worn  his  hide — is 
your  fix  pence  a  day,  rafcal,  for  nothing  but 
guttling?  wont  it  afford  you  a  trull  to  wafh  your 
linen  ? — You,  fellow,  how  came  your  firelock  fo 
rufly  ? 

SOLD.  I  flood  fentry  in  the  rain,  and  hadn't 
time  to  clean  it ! 

HARRIET.  Ay,  rafcal,  fay  you  fo  ?  [Beats  him. 
I'll  teach  you  to  give  a  reafon  for  any  thing  that 
I  have  a  mind  to  find  fault  with  ! 

FILE.  Sir,  no  general  officer  could  have  faid  a 
more  foldierlikc  thing  than  that ! 

HARRIET.  What  an  elephant  of  a  nothing  have 
we  got  here,  Serjeant  ?  Don't  you  know  how  to 
handle  your  arms,  fellow  ?  [To  CLINTON, 

FILE.  He  is  but  newly  come,   fir. 

HARRIET.  And  is  tooftupid  ever  to  learn — that 
I  fee  by  him  already.  Clap  your  piece  thus,  firrah 
— your  hand  here  5  and  hold  up  your  head,  or  I'U 
knock  it  off  your  fhoulders  ! 

CLINTON.  This  puppy,  too,  has  been  ferit  in 
part  of  penance  for  my  folly.  [Afide. 

HARRIET.  Attention  ! — Stand  flraight  and  firm 
all  of  you,  and  look  me  in  the  face — Now  all  to 
gether,  as  one  man,  at  the  word  of  command  ! 
—Join  your  right  hand  to  your  firelocks— Pcife 
your  firelocks — O  fye  ! — O  fye  ! — Reft  your  fire- 
locks — Fools,  blockheads,  dogs !  all  together,  I  tell 
T4  you  I 


280     THE  FEMALE  OFFICER. 

you!— Again!  Reft  your  firelocks— I'll  have  thee 
tied  neck  and  heels,  thou  awkward  incorrigible 
dog  !  [Strikes  CLINTON. 

CLINTOHST.  A  blow! — thou  infoient  reptile! — 
But  I'll  do  the  world  a  fervice,  by  ridding  it  of 
fuch  a  fardel  of  pride  and  pageantry  ! — Have  at 
thy  heart ! 

[Tlie  piece  goes  off  as  the  Serjeant  ftrikes  it  afide. 

FILE.  Is  the  devil  in  the  fellow,  ha  ? 

CLINTON.  Give  me  Way,  I  fay — Though  he 
were  your  general — or  the  greateft  general  that 
ever  commanded  a  victorious  army — thus  would 
I  tear  him  1 

[Cafes  fome  of  the  foldiers  aiide,  but  is  furrounded  and 
feized  by  the  reft, 

FILE.  Help  there,  all  of  you  ! — Hold  him  faft, 
make  fure  of  him.  By  the  knights  of  the  round 
table,  Mailer  Lieutenant,  you  had  not  a  narrower 
efcape  in  all  your  engagements  ! 

HARRIET.  The  murderous  fiend! — Devil,  Iwill 
have  thee  flead — thou  fhalt  be  a  month  in  dying  ! 

FILE.  No,  no,  Mr.  PLEASANT,  all  we  can  do 
in  this  cafe,  is  to  have  him  mot  to-day  and  con. 
demn'd  to-morrow ! 

HARRIET.  Thou  bloody  minded  ruffian !  what 
could  tempt  thee  to  fuch  a  deed  ? 

CLINTON.  To  fend  thee  before  me,  rafcal — I 
fhould  then  have  followed  with  pleafure. 

HARRIET.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  defperate 
demon  ? 

CLINTON. 
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CLINTON.  Thou  little  arrogant  villain !  is  a  man 
2  dog,  thinkefl  thou,  to  be  trained  and  difciplined 
with  (tripes  ? — If  we  have  fubje&ed  ourfelves  to 
command,  have  we  then  fold  ourfelves  to  flavery  ? 
—Know,  thou  bafe  wretch,  that  a  free  born  Bri- 
tion  is  the  fon  of  Heaven  and  of  Liberty,  and  has 
no  defect  in  the  want  of  the  glitter  that  constitutes 
fucli  infects  as  thou  art ! 

FILE,  What  treafon  have  we  here  againft  mili 
tary  government ! — Away  with  him,  foldiers— fi- 
lence  this  rebel  to  all  office  and  authority !  We 
commanders,  Mr.  Lieutenant,  love  no  lectures 
like  thefe — Away  with  him  to  the  Provoft ! 

CLINTON.  Ay,  wherever  your  power  can  reach, 
I  care  not ! 

FILE.  You  four  keep  him  in  hands ;  four  more 
of  you  march  before,  and  four  behind — and  if  he 
offers  to  make,  his  efcape,  moot  him  on  the  fpot.— 
March !—  [Exeunt. 

HARRIET.  This  had  like  to  have  been  a  ferious 
affair,  Serjeant ! 

FILE.  Why  the  truth  is,  fir,  you  over-officered 

the  bufmefs,  a  little  or  fo  ! 

t 

HARRIET.  But  did  you  ever  fee  fo  defperate  a 
devil  ? 

FILE.  Why,  there  too,  it  muft  be  own'd,  you 
were  fomewhat  unlucky!  But,  indeed,  I.fhould 
have  warned  you  before  of  this  fame  fellow  ;  you 
might,  with  more  fafety,  have  difciplined  ten  of 
ficers  at  the  head  of  their  regiments.  It  was  a 
7  frightful 
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frightful  miftake,  to  run  your  lighted  fufee  into 
this  tun  of  gunpowder;  he  was  even  within  an  ace 
of  blowing  ourfelves  and  our  whole  company  up ! 

HARRIET.  He  put  me  in  fuch  a  fright,  I  had 
not  leifure  to  mark  his  perfon — but  I  never  fhali 
forget  his  le&ure  to  the  end  of  my  days  ! 

FILE.  Between  ourfelves,  Mr.  Lieutenant,  the 
man  did  not  fpeak  much  befide  the  cufhion  of 
common  fenfe. 

HARRIET.  Of  common  fenfe? — no — I  admire 
where  a  fellow  of  his  low  rank  fhould  acquire  fuch 
a  noblenefs  and  dignity  of  fentiment,  Now  that  my 
fright  is  a  little  over,  I  would  not,  for  the  world, 
that  a  hair  of  his  head  fhould  fuffer  on  my  account. 

FILE.  Look  to  your  hits  there,  fir ;  the  firlt 
moment  of  his  liberty  will  be  the  finifhing  of 
your  days ! 

HARRIET.  I  will  run  the  venture — fuch  a  foul 
is  above  ingratitude ;  it  will  dare  any  thing  but  a 

fnean  or  ungenerous  action  ! 

[Exeunt, 


END   OF   THE  FIRST   ACT* 


ACT 
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ACT      II. 


SCENE      I. 


Colonel  MACINTOSH  and  Major  AP  SHE N KIN  enter, 

AP  SHENK.  TTEAFFENS  mercy,  Curncl !  whajt 
t  JL  is  this  you  tell  me  ? — what,  con-< 
tern  a  prave  man  to  teth,  for  only  miftaking  his 
^im  at  the  life  of  a  jackanapes  ? 

MACINT.  He  is  condamn'd,  as  I  tall  ye,  far ;  and 
were  he  a  mon  of  a  million,  'tis  na  mair  than  his 
dafart :  for,  as  Sar  Tummas  himfall  vary  wifely 
remarks,  he  who  kicks  againft  office,  flioots  go-, 
yerment  through  the  heed  \vi  a  brace  o'  bollets  I 

AP  SHENK.  Had  hur  peen  on  the  court  martial, 
thefe  toings  mould  not  pe  ton. — I  will  pe  plain 
with  you  Curnel,  that  none  of  you  tid  the  pare  of 
a  criftian  foltier ! 

MACINT.  'Tis  maighty  vary  weel,  far— I  wot 
that  your  batters  mall  hear  o*  this,  my  freend  I 

AP  SHENK.  Whomfoever  Cot  (hall  pleafe  to  make 
|iumpler  than  myfelf,  \vill  pe  my  petters,  Curnel  { 

— Puc 
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Put  yet  I  am  free  to  tell  you,  that  his  majefty's 
coot  foltiers  fhoult  haf  law  ant  right,  like  his  ma 
jefty's  coot  fubjects ;  and  fhoult  not  pe  contem'd 
without  trial  of  their  peers.  Hur  woult  be  mighty 
glat  to  know,  when  officers  apufe  atorities,  how 
they  woult  like  a  court  martial  of  common  foltiers, 
to  pring  prigateers  and  curnels  of  horfe,  to  a  fenfe 
of  their  tuties ! 

MACINT.  Ye  are  a'en  a  mutinous  lettle  fallow, 
and  defarve  to  be  ftrapt  of  his  majefty's  commaf- 
fion! 

AP. SHENK.  Look  you  now,  Curnel  MACINTOSH 

— hur  will  not  pe  in  paffions  and  fexationjs  for  the 

-matter — put  now  that  I  haf  got  you  out  of  the 

•camp,  I  will  tell  you,  as  your  frient,  a  piece  of 

•  my  mint ! 

MACINT.  Weel,  far—and  what  is  this  maighty 
piece  of  fraindihip  we  are  to  hear  on  ! 

AP  SHENK.  You  are  pig  wi*  your  flouts  and 
your  fcorns  of  men,  who  are  not  mountains — ant 
'you  talk  of1  {tripping  me  of  his  majefty's  commif- 
flon — put  if  my  equal  in  office  fhould  tell  me  fo,  'I 
would  give  an  anfwer  to  his  pofteriors,  or  to  his 
nofc — when  I  coult  reach  them  ! 

MACINT.  Ownds,  far,  de  ye  tall  mefo? 

AP  SHENK.  No,  Curnel,  I  do  not  direftly  tell 
you  fo — put  you  may  take  it  as  if  I  hat  tolt  you  n.Q 
lefs! 

MACINT.  Got  awa,  ye  wee  codger!  by  the 

erofs 
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crofs  of  St.  Andrew,  I  wull  flice  you  as  I  wad  a 

COUCUmber  !  [Puts  his  hand  to  his  fword. 

AP  SHENK.  My  anfwer  is  at  hant,  Curnel — ant 
hur  is  as  welcome  as  the  fun. 

MACINT.  Bleud,  Major,  di  ye  challenge  me  ? 

AP  SHENK.  'Tis  not,  as  I  tell  you,  tirectly  a 
challenge — put,  if  you  will  to  me  the  civilities  as  to 
traw  your  fwort,  I  will  oplige  you  as  far  fome  other 
time  ! 

MACINT.  And  what  credit  mun  I  get  o'  ye, 
gin  I  fhould  fpit  yere  canny  carcafs,  and  carry  ye 
through  the  camp  at  the  end  of  my  ferrara  ? 

AP  SHENK.  Hur  will  get  the  credit  of  not  peing 
a  cowart — ant  I  will  lefe  hur  my  pleffing,  ant  my 
purfe  for  a  leccacy  ! 

MACINT.  Weel,  Major,  I  accapt  yere  tarms — 
what  there  is  o9  ye,  mon,  is  as  great  as  Goliah 
himfal ! 

AP  SHENK.  Heaffen  does  know,  in  my  heart 
now,  that  I  haf  neither  ankers,  nor  malices — ant  if 
I  tie,  I  tie  in  luff— ant  if  I  liff,  I  will  liff  to  ho 
nour  your  memory  ! — Come  on,  nople  curnel ! 

«  [Draws. 

MACINT.  Ye  are  een  a  gallant  fallow;  I  rafpact 
ye  as  fuch — and  I  wonna  difappoint  ye,  rnon,  o* 
yer  frolick !  [Draws. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      II. 

Sir  THOMAS  enters,  and  interpofes. 

Sir  THO.  Hold,  hold — for  fhame,  my  friends  ! 
— How  will  our  enemies  feoff,  to  fee  our  fwords 
pointed  at  our  own  bofoms !  Let  ruffians  and  co 
wards  quarrel  -,  the  courage  of  a  gentleman  confifts 
in  forbearance,  except  when  his  country  demands 
hisfword!—- 1  have  ju ft  received  a  pacquet  from 
the  minifter,  but  deferred  to  open  it  till  I  fhould 
have  the  prefence  and  advice  of  my  friends. — -I 
beg  you  to  repair  to  my  tent.  t 


SCENE      III. 

THE  MARSHAL  SEA- 
SERJEANT  enters. 
SERJ.  So  ho,  Keeper! 

KEEPER  enters.1 

KEEP.  What's  your  will,  Serjeant? 
SERJ.  Have  your  prifoners  in   readinefs— the. 
court  martial  is  up — I  mall  bring  you  their  com 
mands  immediately.  [Exit* 
KEEP.  Within,  there !— make  way,  bring  out 
the  prifoners ! 

Several 
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Several  Prifoners  enter  guarded,  and  followed  by 
Women. 

ift  WOM.  Ah,  my  dear,  dear  hufband,  I  little 
thought  that  you  would  come  to  this  untimely 
end! 

2d  WOM.  Many  a  time  and  oft  have  I  told  my 
own  Tim  here,  what  his  pranks  would  bring 
him  to ! 

i ft  WOM.  Ay,  marry,  you  are  well  off— -'tis  no 
worfe  than  you  expe&ed — but  I  am  a  woe  woman 
this  heavy  day,  I  am  fure. 

ift  PRIS.  Prithee,  woman,  leave  your  whinging! 
— If  I  am  (hot,  I  mall  be  unmarried — that's  fome 
comfort ! 

i  ft  WOM.  Heavens  blefs  him/ how  light-headed 
the  poor  creature  talks ! 

2dPRis.  If  I  am  hang'd,  or  ihot,  Moll,  which 
fings  much  to  the  fame  tune,  I  bequeath  you,  as 
part  of  my  unworthy  goods  and  chattels,  to  honeft 
Dick  there,  my  comrade,  in  all  ventures  ! 

2d  WOM.  To  any  one  but  him,  my  dear,  dear 
.hufoand — to  any  one,  or  to  all  the  regiment, 
rather  than  to  devil  Dick  there  ! 

2d  PRIS.  Peace,  Moll,  'tis  my  laft  will  and 
teftament,  and  muft  be  obey'd. 

2d  WOM.  If  I  muft,  I  muft— but  I'm  fure  I  {hall 
have  no  comfort  of  my  life,  till  it  is  over  with 
you  one  way  or  the  other  I 

ift  WOM. 
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ift  WOM.  As  for  me,  my  dear  hufband,  as 
foon  as  you  are  gone,  I  think  of  leaving  the  army, 
and  going  home  to  our  little  hut,  But,  pray  tell 
me,  William,  what  time  would  you  advife  me  to 
fow  the  parfnip  feed  ? 

i ft  PRIS.  Rot  you  and  your  parfnips — peace,  I 
tell  you,  woman — I  never  was  fo  vexed  in  all 
my  life  ! 

SCENE     IV. 

SERJEANT  FILE  enters. 

FILE.  Turn  thefe  rafcals  in  again,  Keeper!  far 
the  prefent-they  are  not  thought  worth  execut 
ing.  But  the  court  has  condemn'd  STEVEN  STA 
TURE  to  be  fhot.  Defire  him  to  prepare  himfelf 
for  his  end.  I  expect  orders  for  his  fpeedy  execu 
tion.  [Exit, 

S    C   E    N    E      V; 

• 

As  the  Keeper  turns  in  the  Prifoners  and  Women, 
feveral  foldiers,  futlers,  and  others,  hurry  a^ 
crofs  the  ftage. 

SUTL.  Which  is  he,  which  is  hej 
SOLD.  O,  the  brave  fellow  ! 
SUTL.  Which  is  he,  that  would  not  take  a  ftroke 
from  his  ofHcer  ? 

SOLD, 
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i  ft  SOLD.  Why  I  would  give  my  week's  pay  for 
one  fight  of  him. 

2d  SOLD.  Whoy  brother  zoldiers,  I  had  a  zight 
o'  un.  But  think  ye  he  is  one  of  fuch  rafcals  as 
thofen  ?  noa,  noa-^tho'f  I  zay  it,  that  zhouldn't 

% 

zay  it,  he  is  a  gentleman  every  inch  o'un. 

ift  SOLD.  Why  is  he  fo  fine  ? 

2d  SOLD.  Voine,  vool  ?  doft  thou  think  that  a 
gentleman  myzt  be  the  zon  of  a  taylor  ?  noa,  noa 
— a  gentleman  is  a  thing  yoa  wouldent  meet  in  a 
voine  coat,  no  not  one  in  a  thoufand  ! 

ift  SOLD.  BlefTed  mercy,  as  they  fay,  can  this 
be  neighbour  Mum,  the  miller  of  Croyden  ! 

2d  SOLD.  Eh  ?  let  un  look  again  ! — ay,  as  zure 
as  you  arc  Tom  Felfter,  the  honeft  farmer. 

iftSoLD.  But,  of  all  things,  mailer  Mum,  how 
came  you  to  take  on  for  a  foldier  ? 

2d  SOLD.  Whoy  I'll  tell  thee,  friend  Felfter. 
Dount  you  know  Sir  Gregory  Grapple,  our  neigh 
bour  ? 

iftSoLD.  Oy  ? 

2d  SOLD.  Whoy  you  mun  know,  as  how  he  hap- 
pen'd  to  take  a  main  loiking  to  have  my  field  and 
woind  mill  into  his  new  paddock  ;  and  zoa,  cauie 
I  wouldnt  zell  it  to  un,  for  I  had  then  vive  hun 
dred  heavy  pounds  in  my  purfe,  he  com$s  me 
with  his  poflfe  of  common  tartars,  and  throws 
doune  my  mill :  zoa,  I  takes  my  action  at  law, 
and  caft  un  wi  cofts ;  zoa,  he  paid  cofts,  and  I 
built  mill  again.  Zoa,  he  comes  me,  and  throws 

VOL,  IV.  U  it 
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it  doune  the  zecond  taime  •,  zoa  I  caft  un  wi  cofts, 
and  built  mill  zecond  taime.  Zoa  he  throws  it 
doune  the  third  taime:  but  mark  ye  me,  neigh 
bour  Felfter,  I  had  loft  zo  much  by  gaining  two 
zuits  at  law,  that  I  wasn't  able  to  build  mill  the 
third  taime  •,  zoa  I  was  grownd  into  a  zoldier  by 
my  owan  mill ! 

i  ft  SOLD.  Mercy  on  us,  is  there  no  fuch  thing  as 
juftice  in  Old  England  ? 

2d  SOLD.  Whoy,  oy,  there  may  be  juftice,  to  be 
zure;  but  then  there  is  zuch  a  woundy  weariefom 
rouund  about  rooad  to  it,  that  a  mon  muft  have 
a  long  loife,  and  a  longer  purfe,  who  would 
reach  it ! 

j  ft  SOLD.  Here  he  comes,  here  he  comes.  BlefT- 
ed  heart  how  (lately  he  looks  ! 

2d  SOLD.  Loike  one  vor  all  the  world  who  was 
going  to  a  veaft. 

i  ft  SOLD.  Make  way !  make  way  ! 

CLINTON  enters  dreffed   in  mourning,  and  walks 
guarded  over  the  ft  age, 

2dSoLD.  Great  pity,  brother  zoldiers,  great  pity^ 
that  this  gentleman  mould  die  a  marter  to  the 
cauf«  of  us  poor  zoldiers,  as  I  may  zay ! 

ift  SOLD.  Great  pity,  brother  Mum  ! 

2d  SOLD.  Suppoaze  now  we  zhould  all  goa  in  a 
body  to  the  General,  and  vail  on  our  neeze,  and 
beg  his  loife ! 

ift  SOLD. 


THE  FEMALE  OFFICER.     291 

iftSoLD.  No,  no,  brother  Mum,  that  might 
look  like  mutiny ! 

ALL.  Like  mutiny,  like  mutiny ! 

id  SOLD.  Suppoaze  then  we  zhould  draw  up  a 
learn'd  petition,  and  all  the  army  who  can  write  to 
zet  their  mark  ! 

ALL.  Agreed,  agreed  ! 

2d  SOLD.  About  it  then,  noa  taime  to  be  loft  ! 

[Exeunt  in  hade. 

SCENE      VIf 

Sir  THOMAS  and  HARRIET  enter. 

SirTHo.  It  fignifies  nothing  to  plead,  HARRIET 
— he  is  condemn'd  by  the  voice  of  the  court,  and 
muft  die  within  this  hour ! 

To  them  Serjeant  FILE.^ 

FILE.  Mercy  on  usj  your  honour— the  camp  is 
.411  in  a  ferment ! 

Sir  THO.  Ha — what's  the  matter? 

FILE.  This  fame  STEVEN  STATURE,  if  he  is 
not  directly  pardon'd  or  (hot,  I  doubt  we  mall 
have  a  refcue,  or  a  general  mutiny. 

Sir  THO.  Should  inferiors  be  once  permitted  to 
di&ate,  farewell  to  all  difcipline  whatever ! — Were 
the  bufmefs  once  over,  they  would  return  to  their 
obedience — Run,  FILE,  conduct  him  to  the  great 

U  2  tent. 
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tent,  and  difpatch  him  diredly- — I  will  fend  you  a 
few  of  my  own  guard  for  the  purpofe. 

[Exeunt  Sir  THOMAS  and  FILE  feverally. 

HARRIET.  Blefs  me,  what  a  fad  cataftrophe  my 
comic  coromanderfhip  is  likely  to  produce  ! 


SCENE      VII. 

TRUEBY  enters. 

TRUEBY.  O,  Mr.  PLEASANT,  Mr.  PLEASANT  ! 
if  ever  your  heart  was  touch'd  with  the  feeling  of 
humanity,  you  ^vill  have  mercy  !  [Kneels. 

HARRIET.  What  fon  of  forrow  art  thou  ? 

TRUEBY.  Sir,  fir,  my  comrade,  my  unhappy 
comrade — the  beft,  braved,  worthieft  creature ! — 
my  comrade  is  led  to  execution  ! 

HARRIET.  Indeed,  my  friend,  I  have  already 
labour'd  all  I  could  in  his  behalf!  but  the  General 
and  the  court  are  quite  inexorable! 

TRUEBY.  O,  fir,  you  know  him  not*,  they  know 
him  not — they  know  not  that  they  have  condemn'd^ 
a  braver,  a  nobler  man  than  themfelves  ! — a  gen 
tleman,  that 

HARRIET.  A  gentleman,  fayft  thou,  a  gentle 
man  ? 

TRUEBY.  A  copy  to  all  gemlemen  ! — PofTelTed 
by  fome  unhappy  paflion,  he  has  put  on  this  dif- 
guiie  j  and,  in  fcorn  of  fortune,  and  the  world,  is 
bent  againft  his  own  life  ! 

HARRIET. 
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HARRIET.  Poflfeffed  by  fome  unhappy  paffion  ? 

TRUEBY.  Yes,  fir,  as  I  think,  for  fome  fair  and 
falfe  woman  ! 

HARRIET.  Ha  —  it  has  a  likenefs !  —  O  the 
powers! — But,  in  all  events,  come,  come  thou 
worthy  fellow,  we  have  not  a  minute  to  lofe — I  will 
perilh  or  redeem  thy  comrade's  life.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      VIII. 

CLINTON  enters  guarded  as  for  execution,  Ser 
jeant  FILE,  and  Soldiers. 

FILE.  Strike  off  his  bolts,  foldiers  ! 

CLINTON.  Serjeant,  it  might  appear  fomewhat 
fevere,  that  I  fhould  be  condemn'd  by  your  court 
for  a  bare  attempt ! 

FILE.  That  may  be  true,  fir;  but  then,  the 
caufe  againft  you,  was  the  caufe  of  all  your  judges! 

CLINTON.  Do  thofe  judges,  then,  think,  that 
they  ferve  their  king  and  country  by  a  difcipline 
of  ftripes  ?  Where  wretches  are  tamed  to  the  lafh, 
and  taught  to  tremble  at  the  voice,  and  under  the 
brow  of  authority  ;  will  they  fear  death  and  the. 
enemy,  lefs  than  their  own  commanders  ?  No,  Ser 
jeant  !  a  free  born  foul  is  debafed  by  a  chaftife- 
ment,  that  can  only  be  fuited  to  (laves  !  and  when 
we  learn  to  fear,  we  learn  to  fly  alfo. 

FILE.  A  doftrine,  fir,  that  will  not  be  difputed 
by  any  man — under  the  degree  of  a  Serjeant. 

U  3  CLINTON' 
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CLINTON.  Serjeant,  Serjeant,  had  you  not  pre* 
vented  me,  the  little  infolent  reptile  who  dared  to 
ftrike  me,  mould  have  been  an  example  to  all  that 
prefume  to  lift  themfelves  above  manners  and  hu 
manity. 

FILE.  He  is  fenfible  of  his  fault — he  was  the 
only  voice  that  oppofed  your  fentence  j  and  he 
pleaded  for  your  acquittal  with  the  tongue  of  a 
cherubim. — But,  fir,  the  time  wears-r-what  muft 
be,  had  as  good  be  foon  over. 

CLINTON.  Do  thou  thy  duty,  fellow  !  I  have  no 
fears  to  efcape  from,  and  will  neither  haften  nor 
defer  my  fate, 

FILE.  Prepare  yourfelves,  foldiers! 

SOLD.  Pardon  us,  noble  brother !  we  would  give 
half  our  pay  to  be  excufed  from  this  office. 

CLINTON.  You  have  my  pardon  heartily — Truth 
is,  I  had  rather  have  died  warm — I  trufted  to  have 
fold  my  life  at  a  rate,  that  fliould  have  purchafed 
fome  advantage  to  my  country — but  fince  it  is  or 
dered  otherwife,  1  fubmit. — Divide  this  among 
ye,  friends  !— All  the  favour  I  alk  in  return,  is  to 
prime  your  pieces  well,  and  aim  truely  at  a  heart 
that,  for  fome  time,  has  been  a  rebel  to  its  owner. 
—A  fcanty  preparation  fits  a  fudden  journey  ! — I 
am  ready,  brother  foldiers  ! 


As 
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As  the  foldiers  raife  their  mufkets  in  order  to  fire, 
TRUE  BY  fpcaks  without,  and  enters  out  of 
breath. 

TRUEBY.  Hold,  hold — a  reprieve,  a  reprieve! — 
hold  foldiers,  at  your  peril ! — Alive,  my  matter  ? 
are  you  alive  then,  my  dear  mafter  ? 

CLINTON.  TRUEBY,  thy  zeal  was  feafonable — 
for  though  death  was  welcome,  the  manner  was 
not  of  choice  ! — But  how  haft  thou  compafied  this 
wonder  ? 

TRUEBY.  Not  I  fir,  not  I — but  the  youth  whofe 
life  you  attempted — he  never  defifted  till  he  ob- 
tain'd  your  pardon — and  here  he  comes  to  claim 
pardon  for  the  offence  that  he  did  you. 

SCENE       IX. 

HARRIET  enters. 

HARRIET.  Powers  of  all  blifs,  'tis  he,  'tis  he! 
—Be  ftill  my  paflions — 'tis  my  CLINTON,  'tis  my 
CLINTON!  [Afide. 

May  1  dare  to  approach  yon,  fir,  after  the  guilt  of 
that  blow,  which,  in  my  ignorance  and  infolence, 
I  unworthily  gave  you  ! 

CLINTON.  Sir,  the  acknowledgment  of  your 
fault  leaves  me  at  liberty,  with  honour,  to  thank: 
you  for  my  life  ! 

U  4  HARRIET. 
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HARRIET.  Heavens!  had  that  life  been  loft, 
the  world  wanted  value  to  recompence  the  da 
mage  \  and  your  HARRIET,  if  (he  yet  furvives  your 
abfence,  had  been  the  moft  undone  of  all  living 
creatures ! 

CLINTON.  Ha  —  my  HARRIET!  what  of  my 
HARRIET  ? — are  you  known  to  her,  fir  ? — My  ab« 
fence  ? — alas !  of  what  concern  is  my  abfence  to 
her  ? — Deceive  me  not — am  I  fo  blefs'd,  as  to  be 
of  any  conkquence  to  her? — does  ihe  think,  does 
fhe  fpeak  of  me,  with  the  remembrance  of  a  friend? 

HARRIET.  Remembrance! — fhe  has  fent  after 
you  to  all  countries  •,  but  when  fhe  could  hear  no 
tidings  of  you,  in  her  grief  and  her  defpair,  fhe 
fuddenly  disappeared  \  nor  does  any  one  in  Eng-, 
land  know  what  is  becorpe  of  her. 

CLINTOM.  What — lofl ?  —  HARRIET  MANS 
FIELD  not  to  be  heard  of? 

HARRIET.  No — no  where  to  be  found— fave  in 

the  arms  of  her  CLINTON  !  [Runs  and  embraces. 

CLINTON.  Hold  off!  let  me  fee, — features,  fea 
tures,  ye  cannot  impofe  your  likenefs  on  me — to 
be  like,  is  to  be  the  fame,  the  world  cannot  match 
their  fweetnefs  ! — 'Tis  fhe,  the  HARRIET  MANS 
FIELD,  the  heart  and  HARRIET  of  her  CLINTON  1 

[Embraces. 

HARRIET.  And  was  it  my  CL/NTON  who  was  to 
fuffer  ? 

CLINTON.  And  was  it  my  HARRIET  whom  I 
would  have  fhot  ? 

HARRIET* 
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HARRIET.  And  are  the  travels  of  your  HAR 
RIET  fo  wondroufly  rewarded! 

CLINTON.  And  is  it  in  fearch  of  her  CLINTON 
that  (he  came  ? 

HARRIET.   What  elfe  was  worth  following— i 
Tvhat  elfe  was  worth  finding? 

TRUEBY.  Joy,  joy,    my  happy  mailer! — Joy, 
joy,  my  bleffed  miftrefs ! 

CLINTON.  TRUEBY,  be  ftill  my  comrade,  my 
friend  and  my  brother ! 

TRUEBY.  My  mafter,  and  my  lord  ! 

SCENE      X. 

Sir  THOMAS  STANDARD  enters. 

SirTno.  HARRY  CLINTON  in  Portugal — incur 
camp— and  in  the  arms  of  his  HARRIET  ? — O  my 
deareil  worthieft  friend ! —  [Embrace, 

was  it  kind  to  conceal  yourfelf  from  your  STAN 
DARD  ?  How  fatal  your  refer ve  had  like  to  have 
been  to  you  I 

CLINTON.  My  dear  Sir  THOMAS,  I  was  not  my 
own  man — the  fhame  of  a  paflion  which  I  could 
neither  conquer  nor  gratify,  made  me  fly  from  the 
world — and,  as  far  as  pofflble,  from  myfelf ! — But 
here  is  the  magical  daughter  of  the  fun,  who  turns 
all  my  fhame  into  glory,  and  my  mourning  into 
tranfport ! 

Sir  THO.  I  doubt  then,  HARRIET,  that  his 
jnajefty  is  likely  to  lofe  a  principal  officer— efpe- 

cially 
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cially  in  training  his  foldiery  to  the  exercife  of  the 
ftaff— Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

HARRIET.  O,  fir,  my  commifiion  now  devolves 
on  this  honeft  foldier  -9  and  I  am  proud,  in  my 
turn,  to  be  commanded  ! 

Sir  THO.  But  not  fo  well  difciplined  in  your 
turn,  HARRIET  ! 

CLINTON.  No,  Sir  THOMAS;  though  I  was 
lately  a  rebel,  I  now  freely  lift  myfelf  her  foldier 
for  life ! 

MACINTOSH  enters. 

MACINT.  Bot  con  this  be  true,  Sir  TUMMAS— - 
that  we  ha1  got  the  quaen  o*  the  Aemezons  to 
faight  the  battles  of  Great  Britain  !  Why  Serjeant 
FILE  tells  me,  that  (he  made  na  mair  o*  Lieuten 
ant  TERRIBLE,  gin  me  had  been  turning  a  thra4 
atwixt  her  fanger  and  thumb  ! 

AP  SHENKIN  enters  with  Lieutenant  TERRIBLE. 

AP  SHENK.  Comehin,  I  fay  LieutenantTERiPLE 
— hur  neet  not  pe  fhame  to  pe  peat  py  a  maiten, 
who  has  peat  a  praver  man  than  either  you,  or  I, 
who  am  your  Major ! 

Sir  THO.  Gentlemen,  ye  are  moft  heartily  wel 
come — -I  rejoice  to  have  fo  many  good  friends  par** 
takers  of  my  happinefs ! 

Lady  STANDARD  enters. 

Lady  STAND.  You  have  found  him,  my  dear 
niece — you  have  found  him,  I  hear! 

HARRIET. 
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HARRIET.  Yes,  madam,  I  elfefhould  have  been 
loft  to  myfel£ 

Lady  STAND.  Sir,  I  mare  from  my  foul  in  your 
mutual  blifs  ;  and  wifh  it  high  as  expectation,  and 
lading  as  life ! 

CLINTON.  I  thank  your  ladylhip. 

Sir  THO.  Gentlemen,  be  made  known  to  my 
friend,  and  now  my  nephew  ;  as  alfo,  to  this  young 
madcap  adventurer  here. 

MACINT.  Troth,  madam,  I  donna  ken  whether 
it  be  mair  dangerous  for  a  mon  to  meet  ye  in 
peace,  or  in  war. 

AP  SHENK.  If  hur  will  continue  in  commiflion, 
and  peat  up  for  folunteers,  we  will  all  turn  grana- 
teers,  and  fight  under  hur  panners. 

Sir  THO.  That's  well  faid,  Major.  Serjeant 
FILE,  go  directly  and  clear  the  Marfhalfea;  we 
will  have  no  mourners  on  this  our  jubilee!  and  do 
you  hear,  make  a  general  difcharge  of  all  the  ar 
tillery,  and  draw  up  the  whole  army  on  the  parade 
—we  will  entertain  them  all  at  our  proper  cod ! 

HARRIET.  Harkee,  Serjeant !  be  fure  you  bring 
me  the  man  who  headed  the  petitioners  in  favour 
of  our  prifoner  here — henceforth  he  fhall  be  the 
|eader  of  my  houfhold. 

I  thank  you,  my  HARRIET. 

Thus 
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Thus  train'd  to  marriage  in  the  martial  fchool, 
I,  by  obedience,  gently  learn  to  rule — 
Recall  the  duties  of  a  foldier's  life, 
,And  ftill  refpecl;  my  Captain  in  my  Wife  ! 
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MARRIAGE  CONTRACT 

A 

C     O      M     E      D     Y, 

OF    TWO    ACTS. 


PERSONS. 

LORD  MELTON, 

ANTONY  MELTON,  his  Brother. 

THOMAS  MELTON,  Son  of  Lord  MELTON. 

MR.  TOWNLEY,  his  Friend. 

SAMUEL,  Servant  to  T.  MELTON. 

FANNY  WOLFORD,   fecretly   married   to 
T.  MELTON. 

SCENE,     LONDON. 


THE 

MARRIAGE  CONTRACT. 

ACT        t. 
SCENE      I. 

THE    STREET. 

MELTON  enters,  with  a  letter  in  Jits  hand. 


TY7 
VV 


HAT  fhall  I  do?  whither  (hall 
I  betake  me?—  I  fink  into  the 
earth  with  apprehenfion  !  —  A  multitude  of  ac 
quaintance,  but  no  friend  !  —  no  one  with  whom  to 
confult  —  to  whom  I  might  dare  to  confide  my  fe* 
cret,  on  whom  I  might  repofe  a  part  of  the 
weight  that  opprefTes  me!  —  O  —  here  lives  Mr. 
TOWNLEY,  a  noble  fellow  !  —  he  has  exprefs'd  an 
uncommon  regard  for  me  fmce  I  returned  from  my 
travels.  —  I  fhall  judge  from  his  reception,  how 
far  I  may  venture  to  put  my  confidence  ia 

[Knocks. 

SERVANT 
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SERVANT  enters. 

MELT.  Is  your  mafter  within  ? 
SERV.  He  is  here,  fir. 

Mr.  TOWNLEY  enters. 

TOWN.  Mr.  MELTON,  your  fervant — this  favour 
was  much  defired.— Won't  you  pleafe  to  walk  in, 
fir? 

MELT.  O,  Mr.  TOWNLEY,  I  doubt  I  am  un 
done  ! — nay,  I  fear  there  can  be  doubt  in  the  cafe 
— funk  below  the  power  of  any  hand  to  raile  me ! 

TOWN.  Step  in,  however,  ftep  in,  pray  fir  ! 

[Exeunt. 
/ 

SCENE      II. 

An  Apartment  in  TOWNLEY'S  Houfe. 

MELTON  and  TOWNLEY  re-enter. 

TOWN.  Now,  my  dear  MELTON,  what  is  the 
matter?  If  I  can  aflift  you  in  any  way,  com 
mand  me ! 

MELT.  I  flatter'd  myfelf  of  late,  fir,  that  I 
might,  in  time,  acquire  the  bleffing  ,of  your  friend- 
fhip. 

TOWN.  It  is  no  flattery  to  affure  you,  that  you 
haVe  it  from  my  heart. 

MELT.  The  friendfhip,  that  I  mean,  is  an  un 
common  and  facred  thing — One  Self  in  Another ! 

—an 
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— an  individual,  as  it  were,  made  up  of  two ;  di 
vided  in  place  and  perfon,  but  one  in  love  and 
confidence!  I  have  the  idea  clearly,  but  never  ex 
perienced  the  thing;  becaufe,  except  yourfelf,  I 
never  faw  the  man  whom  I,  myfelf,  would  wifti  to 
be. — And  now,  my  dear  fir,  tell  me  frankly — do 
you  feel  any  intereft  in  me  ? — will  you  keep  my 
fecret  ?•— may  I  repofe  my  heart,  with  all  its  weight* 
upon  you  ? 

TOWN.  Yes,  TOM — I  will  be  filent  as  the  grave, 
with  refpect  to  your  fecret  -9  while  I  am  wholly 
alive,  with  refpect  to  your  fervice. 

MELT.  O  then,  I  will  cntruft  you  with  my  life ! 
— - with  my  own  life,  did  I  fay  ? — with  what  is 
dearer  and  more  valuable  than  a  thoufand  fuch 
lives  as  mine  ! — Read  that,  fir  !  [Give*  a  letter* 

TOWNLEY  reads. 

"  Dear  TOM, 

"  I  rejoice  to  hear  that  you  have  reach'd  the 
"  metropolis.  Your  uncle  Antony,  with  his  fair 
**  daughter,  will  be  early  in  town  to-morrow.  1 
41  fhall  be  with  you  in  the  afternoon,  and  defirc  to 
"  fee  you  dreflcd  as  becomes  a  bridegroom,  for 
*c  the  night  muft  make  you  happy  in  the  arms  of 
•c  your  lovely  coufin.  Your  known  duty  afiureS 
"  me  of  your  inftant  compliance  with  the  com* 
"  mands  of  your  affectionate  father, 

MELTON." 

VOL.  IV.  X  TOWN. 
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TOWN.  Wei!,  my  dear  friend,  can  there  be  any 
thing  fo  very  alarming  in  this  ?  Your  uncle,  as  I 
hear,  has  an  immenfe  fortune  :  he  faves,  as  fall 
as  my  Lord,  your  father,  fquanders.  I  doubt, 
indeed,  that  fomething  of  this  kind  is  necefiary  to 
render  the  family-eflate  entire. 

MELT.  O,  curfe  the  eftate  ! — and  the  family  too, 
I  was  going  to  fay. — What  eftate,  what  poflef- 
fions,  what  worlds,  could  recompence  me  for  fuch 
a  ruin  !— I  am — my  dear  friend — I  am — already 
married ! 

TOWN.  How! — married,  and  without  your  fa 
ther's  confent? — Was  that  prudent,  MELTON  ? 

MELT.  What  has  prudence,  reafon,  intereft,  au 
thority,  or  duty,  to  fay  in  my  cafe  ?  they  muft  all 
fly  or  fall,  when  aflaulced  by  fuch  a  power. — O, 
Mr.  TOWNLEY,  if  I  arn  faulty,  I  have  fuch  a 
fweet  apology  for  my  tranfgreffion,  as  turns  error 
into  re&itude,  and  breach  of  duty  into  virtue ! 

TOWN.  Indeed,  indeed,  my  dear  TOM,  I  fear 
you  are  undone !  —funk,  as  you  fay,  below  the 
power  of  any  hand  to  raife  you  ! — Right  well  do  I 
know  the  Right  Honourable  your  father.  He  is 
felf-wiird,  and  immoveably  obftinate.  His  opi 
nions  are  all  maxims ;  and  all  is  error  and  herefy, 
that  does  not  coincide.  Then,  for  indulgence  to 
youth,  or  the  weaknefs  of  human  nature,  he  never 
pardoned  a  lapfe  in  any  one  living,  except  him- 
fclf.  He  loves  you  TOM,  I  know  it ;  he  loves 
you  with  pafllon  j  but  why  fo?  becaufe  you  are 

an 
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an  honour  to  him,  becaufe  you  affift  his  vanity; 
and  exalt  his  pride  !  Be  allured,  my  fweet  fellow, 
he  loves  nothing  but  himfelf,  in  you,  or  in  any 
thing  that  exifts :  and,  on  the  firft  mortification 
that  you  give  to  his  regard  for  you,  he  will  caft 
you  off,  as  more  detefled,  more  an  alien  to  his 
blood,  than  an  inhabitant  of  Monomatapa. 

MELT.  My  deareft  fir,  my  heart  beats  a  fear 
ful  unifon  to  every  word  you  fay.— What's  then 
to  be  done? — hang  myfelf,  drown  myfelf,  fhoot 
myfelf — and  fo  put  an  end  to  a  thonfand  appre- 
henfions,  each  of  which  carries  a  thoufand  deaths 
within  it ! 

TOWN.  Any  thing,  rather  than  the  difcovcry  of 
your  marriage — that  would  be  your  fentence, 
execution,  and  damnation,  all  in  a  breath !  Delay, 
man,  delay,  if  that  can  be  obtained,  is  the  only 
thing  that  opens  upon  any  kind  of  hope. 

MELT.  But  then,  you  know,  he  is  fo  peremp 
tory. 

Towtf.  Thai's  true — But  fuppofe— -I  wifli  I 
might  hit  upon  it! — Difagreeable  as  it  is,  the  li- 
centioufnefs  of  his  character  encourages  me  to' 
rifque  a  plea,  that,  with  your  concurrence,  may  pre 
vail  on  him  to  defer  the  marriage  for  a  few  weeks. 
• — In  the  mean  time,  you  muft  give  him  a  kind  of 
cool  confent ;  or*  at  worft,  not  an  abfolute  refufal  y 
beware  of  that  I 

MELT.  The  leaft  dawn  of  hope,  though  feerr 
only  by  your  eyes,  tranfports  me ! — My  dearefl: 

X    2 
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TOWN  LEY,  you  have  redeemed  me  from  perdi 
tion,  you  have  feated  me  in  Paradife  ! — I  will  con 
cur  in  any  thing  you  propofe. 

FOOTMAN  enters,  followed  by  SAM. 

FOOT,  Mr.  MELTON'S  fervant,  fir,  is  here,  and 
begs  in  hafte  to  iee  his  mafter. 

MELT.  How  did  you  find  me,  Sam  ? 

SAM.  Our  porter,  fir,  told  me  that  he  faw  you 
enter  here. 

MELT.  Well — have  you  found  out  your  lady's 
father  ? 

SAM.  No,  fir,  I  have  been  in  fearch  of  him,  to 
no  purpofe,  this  live  long  day,  through  and 
through  the  Exchange,  at  every  coffee-houfe  and 
place  of  public  note  in  the  city ;  but  no  one 
could  tell  me  any  tidings  of  Mr.  Wolford  the 
merchant,  or  of  any  Wolford  whatever. 

MELT.  That  is  fearfully  unfortunate— particu 
larly  at  this  feafon ! 

SAM,  I  would  fpeak  a  word  with  your  honour 
in  private,  if  you  pleafe. 

MELT.  My  friend  here  is  the  mafter  and  inha 
bitant  of  my  heart — he  has  a  right  to  all  its  fecrets. 
—•Speak  out,  Sam  ! 

SAM.  A  courier  is  juft  come  difpatch,  before 
your  father,  and  gives  notice  he  will  be  in  town  in 
Icfs  than  an  hour. 
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MELT.  Heavens! — where  fhall  I  turn  me? — 
we  are  hard  chafed,  indeed  ! — twenty  to  one  but 
he  will  enquire  out  my  lodgings,  and  there  difco- 
ver  fomething  concerning  my  wife  !  —  O,  my 
TOWNLEY,  if  it  is  not  too  free  a  requeft,  fhall  I 
befeech  you  to  give  my  angel  the  fandion  of  your 
roof,  but  for  a  few  days  ? 

TOWN.  Indeed,  my  dear  TOM,  had  you  ftudi- 
ed  how  to  do  me  a  pleafure,  you  could  not  have 
found  a  furer  way. — I  think  it  advifeable,  that 
both  you  and  your  lady  mould  remove  here  di- 
redly. 

MELT.  Run,  then,  Sam — conduct  your  miflrefs 
hither  inftantly;  and,  as  fcon  as  it  is  dufk,  bring 
our  luggage  after  !  [Exit  Sam. 

TOWN.  But  pray,  my  dear  TOM,  where  did  you 
meet  with  your  lady  ?  Is  fhe  a  foreigner  ? 

MELT.  No,  fir — fhe  is  a  native  of  Plymouth, 
where  I  happen'd  to  put  in,  on  my  return  from 
the  Grand  Tour,  as  they  call  it. — The  day  after 
my  landing,  as  I  was  flrolling  the  town,  a  funeral 
approached,  and  there  I  faw  a  mourner  —  O 
TOWNLEY  !  the  fight  of  her  would  have  made  the 
very  revellers  of  Bacchus  enamour'd  of  grief — I 
ftopt,  I  turn'd,  without,  knowing  that  I  did  fo — I 
accompanied  the  procefTion — I  found  myfelf,  I 
know  not  how,  a  party  concerned  ! — I  fhed  invo 
luntary  tears — but  my  looks  were  bent  on  an  ob 
ject  that  regarded  not  my  emotions. — On  fhe 
(tept,  with  a  filent  and  fadly  graceful  pace ; 
X  3  and, 
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and,  where  fhe  fet  her  feet,  there  I  fet  my  eyes, 
TOWNLEV. 

TOWN.  On  my  word,  TOM,  you  affed  me  j  I  am. 
caught,  rpyfelf,  by  the  bare  narration. 

MELT.  When  we  came  to  the  receptacle  that 
daily  opens  for  mortality,  and  they  had  taken 
down  the  bier  to  make  the  laft  depofit — me,  who, 
till  then,  had  uttered  no  wailing  nor  complaint  in 
the  ftreets,  with  a  motion  quick  as  lightning,  caft 
herfelf  upon  the  coffin — "  You  mall  not  tear  her 
"  from  me,"  fhe  cried,  "  my  mother,  my  laft 
.  *«  friend!  you  fhall  not  tear  her  from  me!— we 
*c  will  be  buried,  we  will  reft  under  one  heap  to- 
«  gether!" 

TOWN.  O  TOM — you  diftrefs  me  greatly !— but, 

go  on,  I  befeech  you. 
i 

MELT.  Think,  fir,  if  I  was  not  in  hafte  to  pre 
vent  the  efFedts  of  her  defpair.  At  laft,  fhe  turn 
ed  upon  me  ;  and,  at  a  glance,  perceived  that  my 
concern  and  anguifh  were  little  lefs  than  her  own. 
The  paffions  have  a  language,  that  is  infinitely 
more  intelligible  and  expreflive  than  words. — My 
yifible  grief  and  diftrefs  gave  the  firft  turn  and  in 
terruption  tp  the  tide  of  her  own  afflictions.  I 
looked  a  thoufand  wifhes  of  tender  confolation^ 
and  (he  was  partly  confolecj. 

TOWN.  At  a  time  when  your  heart  was  fo  fof- 
tened  by  humanity,  I  do  not  wonder  that  the  im- 
preflion  which  me  made  fhould  be  deep. 

MELT. 
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MELT.  There  is  an  inftinct  in  man,  that  is  as 
quick  to  difcern,  as  it  is  fond  to  feek  alliance  and 
fellowship  with  its  like. — As  to  my  FANNY  and 
myfelf,  our  fouls  had  been  created,  like  fympa- 
thetic  fteel  and  magnet,  to  leap  together  at  firft 
fight ! — I  conducted  her  to  her  houfe. — I  took  up 
on  me  my  pleafing  portion  of  all  her  griefs. — She 
admitted  me  for  her  fervant,  her  folicitor  —  her 
blefs'd  companion,  TOWNLEY! — At  length  we 
married ;  and,  foon  after,  fet  out  for  London,  by 
the  fweeteft  tour,  fure,  that  ever  was  taken. — We 
made  it  a  jaunt  of  feveral  weeks — we  were  in  no 
hurry — we  carried  our  Eden  within  us  and  about 
us,  wherever  we  went — till  we  arrived  yefterday 
fe'nnight,  at  the  end  of  our  journey,  and  the  be 
ginning  of  our  misfortunes ! 

TOWN.  My  dear  TOM,  you  defcribe  to  me  the 
blifs  of  the  firft  pair  in  Paradife  !  I  wiih  to  Heaven 
that  your  fall,  alfo,  may  net  be  fudden,  like  theirs. 
You  told  your  Lady,  no  doubt,  of  your  family 
and  rank  in  life. 

MELT.  No,  not  till  fome  time  after  we  were 
wedded — I  feared,  left  the  dignity  and  delicacy 
of  her  feptiments  mould  hefitate  at  marrying  into 
a  fortune  and  ftation,  difproportioned  to  her  own. 

Here  (he  is,   I  fancy.  [Knocking  at  the  door. 

TOWN.  I  am  all  impatience  to  behold  this  en- 
chantreis  of  yours  1 

X  4.  FOOT- 
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FOOTMAN  enters. 
FOOT.  A  lady,  fir,  enquires  for  Mr.  MELTOK, 

SCENE      III. 

Mrs.  MELTON  enters. 

MELT.  My  FANNY,  my  bleffing! — permit  me 
to  bring  you  acquainted  with  our  bed,  our  only 
friend ! — Mr.  TOWNLEY,  this  is  the  angel  that  I 
told  you  cf.  [Salute. 

TOWN.  So  mated  to  each  other ! — That  you 
may  never  be  funder'd,  fhall  be  my  prayer,  and 
bed  endeavours. 

FANNY.  O  fir,  how  good  is  that!— my  belt 
friend,  indeed,  could  have  faid  no  more. — Mr. 
MELTON,  Sam  brings  me  very  terrible  tidings -9  he 
fays  he  cannot  find,  or  even  hear  of  my  father,  irj 
all  London. 

MELT.  Well,  my  love,  we  will  make  further 
enquiry  at  better  leifure. 

FANNY.  He  is  dead,  he  is  dead,  no  doubt,  and 
his  fubftance  all  feiz'd  into  the  hands  of  (trangers  ! 
—What  a  beggared  wretch,  Mr.  MELTON,  have 
I  brought  to  'your  bofom  !  the  pooreft  of  all  or 
phans,  without  a  fingle  relation,  that  I  know  of, 
upon  earth !  Ah,  there  is  my  grief — that  while  I 
enjoy  all  things  in  my  precious  protector,  I  bring 
nothing  to  compenfate  my  own  unworthinefs. 

MELT. 
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MELT.  No  more,  my  FANNY  !— my  heart,  you 
know,  is  an  inftrument  ever  tuned  to  your  words. 
At  prefent  it  feels  them  too  affeftingly. 

TOWN.  Pray,  madam,  did  you  never  live  with 
your  father  in  London  ? 

FANNY.  No,  fir — I  lived  with  my  mother,  from 
my  birth,  at  Plymouth,  where  my  father  ufed  to 
fpend  his  time  with  us  every  fummer.  But,  I 
know,  by  the  multitude  of  his  correfpondents, 
that  he  muft  have  been  a  man  of  extenfive  deaU 
ing,  and  large  circumftances,  though  fomewhat  of 
a  near  and  dinted  difpofition. 

TOWN.  Pid  you  never  write  to  your  father, 
madam  ? 

FANNY.  Yes,  fir,  frequently  ;  and  always  ad- 
drefs'd  to  Mr.  Wolford,  at  Lloyd's  coffee-houfe, 
near  the  Royal  Exchange. 

TOWN.  Well,  madam,  don't  be  difcouraged — I 
•will  make  it  my  own  bufinefs  to  inquire  more  mi 
nutely  after  him. 

FANNY.  I  thank  you,  fir. 
TOWN.  Rut,  dear  madam,  I  think  it  necefTary 
to  apprife  you,  that,  for  the  prefent,  we  are  alarm 
ed  by  a  more  interesting  concern.  My  Lord  has 
written  expreisly  and  peremptorily  to  his  fon  here, 
to  prepare  himfelf,  this^  very  night,  to  marry  hig 
coufin,  the  daughter  and  great  heirefs  of  Mr.  AN 
THONY  MELTON.  She  is  laid  to  weigh  upwards  of 
three  hundred  thoufand  pounds ! — a  great  tempta- 
fjon  to  the  father,  though  a  feather  to  my  friend, 

madam, 
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madam,  fmce  you  happen  to  weigh  in  the  oppofite 
fcale. 

FANNY.  Ah  ! — what  is  this  you  fay,  fir  ? — My 
heart,  indeed,  has  long  told  me,  that  fomething 
very  dreadful  mud  be  at  hand  ! — I  knew  the  hap- 
pinefs  I  enjoyed  was  too  delightful  to  be  lading— 
I,  therefore,  look'd  for  fome  misfortune,  that 
fliould  again  level  my  portion  with  that  of  my  fel 
lows. — But  pray,  proceed,  fir,  let  me  know  the 
very  extremity  of  all  that  I  have  to  fear  ! 

MELT.  To  fear,  my  FANNY! — -what  have  you 
to  fear  ?-— Do  you  think,  that  authority,  time,  or 
accident,  can  tear  me  from  you  ? — No,  FANNY, 
not  death  itfelf,  if  I  -am  Allowed  an  after-exift^ 
ence. 

FANNY.  I  know,  fir,  if  your  election,  alone, 
fhould  take  place,  I*  can  reft  on  the  eternal  truth 
and  value  of  your  heart! — But,  what  fays  Mr. 
TOWNLEY  ? — I  refer  myfelf  to  his  wiidom,  to  in* 
ftrudl  me  in  my  duty  on  this  moft  trying  occa-, 
fion. 

TOWN.  Twill  not  be  fo  much  your  enemy,  my 
deareft  madam,  as  to  delude  you  with  falfe  hopes, 
where  all  that  concerns  either  you  or  your  hufband 
is  totally  embarked. — I  know  my  friend's  honour, 
but  the,n  1  know  his  father's  obftinacy ;  he  will 
bear  no  repugnance,  no  pleading,  no  hefitation.— 
If  TOM  complies,  he  will  be  his  father's  deity,  hU 
moft  adored  ! — if  not,  he  will  be  his  devil,  to  deepen 
whole  perdition  he  would  expend  all  his  fubftance  ! 
8  MELT. 
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MELT.  My  dear  friend,  you  alarm  my  angel 
with,  unneceflary  apprehenfions ! 

TOWN.  No,  TOM  !— -Liften  with  patience — your 
Jady  ought  to  know  the  worft.  She  will  be  the 
better  prepared  to  fupport  i.erfelf  under  adverfity, 
or  to  welcome  a  profperous  turn  with  the  greater 

JO/ 
FANNY.  You  fay  right,  fir,  very  right.     Fray- 
put  me  out  of  pain  ! 

TOWN.  In   the  firft  place,  madam,  you  ought 
to  be  told,  that  your  marriage  is  not  binding. 
FANNY.  How,  fir! — not  binding  ? 
MELT.  Dear  TOWNLEY,  how  could  you   have 
the  heart  to  fay  fo  P — Heaven  knows,  that  death 
js  not  more  furely  bound  to  life,  nor  time  to  eter 
nity,  than  I  am  bound,  through  life,  death,  time, 
and  eternity,  to  my  FANNY  ! 

TOWN  I  mean,  madam,  that  your  marriage  is 
pot  binding  by  our  laws  ;  and  my  Lord,  without 
queftion,  will  fue  out  a  divorce. 

MELT.  No  law,  father,  or  force,  mall  ever  di- 
yorce  me  from  her  ! 

TOWN,  Your  heart,  my  dear  MELTON,  rriuft 
be  a  ftrange  heart  indeed,  if  it  could  ever  be  di 
vided  from  fuch  an  object !  —  But,  under  my 
Lord's  difpleafqre,  tell  me  how  you  would  propofe 
to  maintain  your  precious  FANNY  ? 

MELT.  O,  there  you.  touch  the  quick  ! — That, 
indeed,  is  all  1  haye  to  dread,  or  to  care  for  ! 

TOWN, 
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TOWN.  Had  you,  TOM,  been  bred  to  any  man 
ner  of  bufmefs,  even  the  meaneft  craft  or  occupa 
tion  in  life — or,  were  you  fituated  among  the  In 
dians,  where  you  might  win  iuftenance  for  your 
beloved,  with  your  fword  and  with  your  bow  ;  I 
think  the  happieft  upon  earth  might  envy  your 
condition, — But,  to  fupport  life  without  means — » 
abfurd  prtfumption  ! — The  wretchednefs  of  each, 
apart,  would  be  nothing  in  comparifon — but,  for 
lovers,  fo  beloved,  to  behold  daily  and  hourly  the 
mifery  of  each  other — it  would  double  and  redouble 
every  pang  ! 

FANNY.  O,  Mr.  TOWNLEY,  no  more! — the 
profped  is  too  terrible  ! — What !  to  fee  my  foul's 
darling  reduced  to  difgrace  and  penury,  and  on 
my  account  ? — there  are  daggers  and  death  in  the 
very  apprehenfion ! — No,  no,  it  muft  not  be! — a 
poor  return,  indeed,  for  his  unmeafured  love  and 
goodnefs !— -Dear  as  he  is  to  me,  dear  as  light  to 
eyes,  or  life  to  exiftence  -,  I  will  rather  releafe  my 
claim  to  him  for  evyer  ! — I  will  refign  him  to  this 
happy  one,  this  new  contra&ed  of  his  father ! 

MELT.  What,  FANNY  I  —  you  furprife  me!— - 
would  you  then  give  me  up  ? — could  you  have 
any  joy,  could  you  then  live  without  me  ? 

FANNY.  If  I  could  not  live  without  you,  fir,  I 
Ihould  yet  die,  with  pleafure,  to  redeem  you  from 
the  mifery  into  which  I  had  plunged  you. 

TOWN.  O  MELTON,  MELTON  !  it  is  now  that  I 
applaud  your  lot  j  that  I  envy  even  your  fafiferings ! 

—All 
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—All  lofies,  damages,  diflreffes,  can  be  but  bare 
ly  a  juft  allay  to  a  bkffednefs  fo  tranfcending  the 
portion  of  man  ! — Ha ! — who  Ihould  [Loud  rapping, 
this  be  ?  I  forgot  to  leave  orders  I  was  not  at 
home. 

SERVANT  enters, 

SERV.  Lord  MELTON,  fir,  enquires  for  you — He 
is  juft  come  to  town,  his  chariot  is  at  the  door.1 

[Exit. 

MELT.  Heaven  and  earth  ! — what  will  become 
of  us  ? — what  mail  we  do  with  my  FANNY  ? 

TOWN.  Here,  madam — whip  into  this  chamber, 
and  lock  yourfelf  in  !  —  quick,  quick — I  hear 

his  foot  ! —  [Exit  FANNY. 

Now,  TOM,  for  your  trial,  and  Heaven  fend  you  a 
good  deliverance  ! — Prithee,  man,  clear  up  !  — 
mufter  all  the  eafe  and  afTurance  you  poflibly  can  ! 
— here  he  is ! — no  quailing  now  ! 

SCENE      IV. 

Lord  MELTON  enters,  goes  haftily   up,  and  em 
braces  his  fon. 

L.  MELT.  TOM  ! — mydeareftToM  ! — welcome, 
welcome  to  old  England  ! 

MELT.  Your  blefllng,  fir! 

L.  MELT.  Yes,  TOM,  all  the  bleffings  I  can 
fpare,  from  my  own  pleafures,  fhall  be  thine,  and 
thine  alone,  indeed,  TOM!  —  Mr.  TOWNLE^,  a 
thoufand  pardons  ! — You  fee,  fir,  that  nature  breaks 

in 
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in  at  times,  and  afierts  its  rights  over  manners  and 
decorum. 

TOWN.  And  will,  my  Lord,  while  any  virtue  is 
left  upon  earth. 

L.  MELT.  TOM  !— -I  muft  have  the  hiftory  of 
thy  travels,  TOM  !  firft  by  oral  tradition,  and  then 
by  imprimatur.  How  many  duels  thou  haft  fought ! 
how  many  windows  thou  haft  fcaled !  and^how  many 
nations  thou  haft  cuckolded  ! — eh,  my  boy  ? 

MELT.  The  grand  tour,  my  Lord,  is  now  fo 
beaten  a  road,  that  fcarce  any  thing  new  occurs  i 
and,  refpecling  myfelf,  I  know  little  worth  remem 
bering,  and  nothing  worth  reciting. 

L.  MELT.  O,  plague! — haft  thou  not  yet  got 
rid  of  that  maukiih  modefty  of  thine  ? — what  didft 
thou  travel  for,  man  ? — And  yet,  the  fellow,  to  look 
at,  is  well  enough,  TOWNLEY — eh,  TOWNLEY,  doft 
not  think  fo? — a  fort  of,  I  don't  know  how,  eafy 
mixture  of  the  haughty  Don,  the  capering  Marqui* 
and  the  downright  Englilhman. 

TOWN.  I  thinkj  indeed,  my  Lord,  that  the  worth 
of  my  friend's  heart  is  elegantly  exprefied  in  all 
his  outward  manners. 

L.  MELT.  O — a  truce  with  your  moral  heroics, 
I  befeech  you  ! — However,  Mr.  TOWNLEY,  I  am 
much  pkafcd,  I  allure  you,  that  my  boy  is  ho- 
nour'd  with  your  acquaintance  and  good  opinion, 
I  would  have  him  to  cultivate  both  the  one  and 
the  other. — It  is  ^  better  for  him,  yet  awhile,  to  fol-- 
low  your  example,  than  that  of  his  father, — Time 

enoug-b 
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enough  for  the  rogue  to  learn  my  vices,  when  he 
comes  to  my  eftate,  and  is  enabled  to  maintain 
them. — Well,  TOM,  you  received  my  letter. 

MELT.  I  did,  my  Lord. 

L.  MELT.  Why,  what  a  lucky  rafcal  art  thou, 
to  plunge  thus,  foucc  at  once,  into  an  ocean  of  fe 
licities  !  without  pains  or  peril,  thought  or  thrift  of 
thine  own,  to  become,  in  one  hour,  a  richer  and 
happier  man  than  the  father  who  begot  thee ! 

MELT.  Permit  me,  however,  to  wifh 

L.  MELT.  Wifh,  TOM  ? — wiih  your  fill! — your 
heart  cannot  form  a  wifh,  that  this  affair  will  not 
gratify.— Three  plums,  boy  !  no  lefs  upon  my 
honour! — three  hundred  thoufand  times  twenty 
Ihillings  of  flerling  Englilh  ! — We  clear  the  fami 
ly  efta;c  in  a  twinkling! — and  enough  left  for  us 
to  fpend,  enough  to  fpare,  and  enough  to  throw 
away. 

MILT.  I  have  not  yet  feen  the  Lady,  fir. 

L.  MELT.  Piha,  plha! — feen  the  Lady  ? — from 
this  day  forward,  you  may  fee  her,  as  much — or  as 
little — as  you  pleafe,  TOM. — A  delicate  wench, 
however,  lad ! — 1  have  provided  for  all  your  ap 
petites,  my  fweet  fellow  ! — Were  you  to  believe 
your  uncle,  (he  has  the  cherubim  on  one  cheek, 
and  the  feraphim  on  the  other. — But,  thefe  fathers 
will  be  partial — we  muft  make  fome  allowances  fgr 
that,  to  be  fure. — Were  I  to  draw  your  character, 
TOM,  I  fancy  I  fhould  overdo  matters,  if  it  were 
poflible, — Don't  you  think  I  Ihould,  TOWNLEY,  eh? 

TOWN. 
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TOWN  My  friend,  my  lord,  is  thoroughly  fen* 
fible  of  all  your  kind  intentions  in  his  favour. 

L.  MELT.  As  to  that,  Mr.  TOWNLEY,  were  he 
not  my  own  child,  I  think,  in  my  hears?  I  mould 
have  a  kindnefs  for  him. — But  you  were  faying 
that  you  wilh'd— what  is  it  that  you  wifh,  man  ? 
— not  any  thing  againft  the  marriage,  I  hope. 

MELT.  Shall  I  dare  to  confefs,  it  is  ?  — will  you 
gracioufly  condefcend  to  hear  my  reafons  ? 

L.  MELT.  Yes,  yes,  TOM,  1  love  to  hear  you 
talk. — Hear  your  reafons  ?  to  be  fure — I  am  not 
fo  hard  a  father  as  not  to  Men  to  your  reafons  —~ 
Come,  you  fhall  plead  like  the  council ;  and  I,  like 
the  judge,  will  give  fentence,  ad  libitum. — Js  not 
that  fair,  TOWNLEY  ? 

TOWN.  Your  pleafure,  my  Lord,  I  am  confi 
dent,  will  conftitute  nine  tenths  of  reafon  with 
your  fon. 

L.  MELT.  But  then,  I  have  a  wondrous  curiofi- 
ty  to  know  what  he  can  poflibly  allege  againft 
duty  and  intereft  — my  commands,  and  his  own 
happinefs. 

MELT.  Were  the  matter,  my  Lord,  at  my  own 
option,  I  never  fhould  marry.  I  am  no  way  in 
love  with  bondage,  no,  not  for  a  day  j  and  much 
lefs  for  life. 

L.  MELT.  How  like  is  that,  now,  to  the  chat 
tering  of  a  callow  bird,  who  had  never  flown  a* 
broad,  or  feen  any  thing  of  the  world  ! — Bondage, 
quotha  ? — There  is  not  a  woman  breathing,  TOM, 

from 
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from  whom  a  man  is  freer  than  from  his  own  wife. 

MELT.  If  your  Lordlhip  is  absolutely  determined 
upon  this  match,  I  beg,  yet,  to  have  it  poftponed 
for  one  month  at  leaft. 

L.  MELT.  For  one  month ! — no,  not  for  one 
hour,  indeed,  my  dear  TOM.  I  have  been  labour 
ing,  thefe  five  years,  man,  to  bring  your  uncle  t* 
confent  to  this  bufinefs  ;  but  all  in  vain,  till  he 
heard  of  your  gallant  behaviour,  at  the  time  that 

you   refcued  your    countrymen,  in   Flanders. 1 

would  give  you  a  month  to  guefs,  TOM,  before  you 
could  hit  upon  the  impu  dent  objection  he  had  to  you: 
«— he  faid,  he  feared  you  had  too  much  of  my 
blood  in  your  veins.  —  The  dog  !  —  and  my  own 
brother,  too,  to  tell  me  this  ! 

MELT.  There  ar*  reafons — very  particular    reafons, 
my  Lord-— that — in  fhort — fop  fome  time  it  is  impof- 
fibie. 

L.  MELT.  Reafons — how ! — 

TOWN.  An  unhappy,  but  delicate  connection,  my 
Lord,  which  cannot  be  broken  too  rudely. — A  little 
time  might  enable  my  friend  to  obey,  with  free  dom, 
your  commands. 

L.  MELT.  Well,  well,  Mr.  TOWNLY,  thefe  -things 
are  common.  >— D  o  but  inform  me  of  the  circum- 
ftances,  and  I  will  take  upon  myfelf  the  conduct  of 
this  bufinefs. 

MELT.  You  know,  fir,  that,  hitherto,  I  have  .been 
all  obedience.  From  my  infancy,  to  this  hour,  I 

have  had  no   will    but  yours. — I  cannot,  therefore* 

but 
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fcut  hope — on  my  knee  I  entreat  a  fhort  remiflion,  a 
little  indulgence,  on  this  fmgle  occafion. 

L.  MELT.  It  cannot  be,  indeed,  TOM. — The 
neceffity  of  your  inftant  compliance  is  abfolute,  Vnd 
unavoidable,. — There  is  no  hefitating,  for  a  moment. 
—•^Without  it  I  am  undone: — without  it  you  are  un- 
but  here  is  an  expedient  that  heals  every 
,  and  lifts  us  both,  at  once,  from  perdition 
to,  enjoyment. — Say  then — will  you,  or  will  you 
not  ?-— The  contract  is.  already  fealed  ;  the  deeds 
all  perfecled,  and  matters  brought  to  the  period  of 
conclusion, — Our  interefts,  our  honors,  are  all  en 
gaged  in  the  performance,  and  no  power  on  earth 
fttall  perfuade  me  to  retreat. — What  fay  you  ? — why 
are  you  filent  ? — why  do  you  not  anfwer  boy  ? — 

MELT.  Indeed,  rny  Lord,  I  cannot  do  it. 

L.  MELT.  You  will  not? — you  will  not  ? — 

MELT,  For  the  prei'ent,  my  Lord,  indeed  I  can- 
rot. 

L.  MELT.  You  would  provoke  me — I  fee  you 
would  provoke  me,  rafcal ! — bur  I  will  not  be  pro- 
Yoked — I  ani  juil  going  to  make  my  will,  and  I 
fhall  not  be  unmindful  of  you  : — no, — I  promife 
you,  before  your  friend.  TOWNLY,  to  leave  you 
wh.ere\vithaU  to  purchafe  a  halter,  here — and  dam 
nation  hereafter  ! — Dog  ! 

[[Exeunt. 

OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 

AC 
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ACT       II. 

SCENE      I. 

LORD  ME  LTON'S. 

LORD  MELTON  alone. 

L.  MELT.  O  O  obfervant,  fo  dutiful,  fo  comply- 
O  ing,  till  now ! — Something  extra 
ordinary  mull  be  in  the  cafe  ! — perhaps  a  favourite 
wench  —  perhaps  already  married  !  —  O,  yonder 
goes  his  fervant  and  confident,— Who  waits  ? — 
Run,  and  call  me  yonder  fellow  hither  immediate 
ly  ! — Now,  if  I  could  but  have  the  art,  to  bribe, 
or  to  wheedle  the  fecret  out  of  him. 

SAM  enters. 
Sam  !  my  honeft  Sam  ! — give  me  your  hand,'Sam! 

SAM.  Pray,  my  Lord,  your  pardon !  [Withdrawing. 

L.  MELT.  Give  me  your  hand,  I  fay. — You  are 
welcome,  heartily  welcome,  once  more,  to  Old  Eng 
land — Ah,  Sam,  Sam,  I  have  had  a  heavy  lofs  of 
you,  fmce  I  parted  with  you  to  that  young  rogue 
of  a  mafter. 

SAM.  A  dear  and  a  fweet  mafter  he  is,  indeed, 
my  Lord ! 

¥3  L.  MELT. 
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L.  MELT.  Ay^  Sam,  but  he  is  turned  rebel  to  his 
old  and  fond  father. 

SAM.  Take  my  honeft  word  for  it,  he  honours 
and  loves  you,  as  never  child  did  a  father. 

L.  MELT.  Nay,  Sam,  there  is  no  love  loft  be* 
tween  us,  you  may  believe. — But  then  I  am  very 
angry  with  him,  I  allure  you. — He  refufes  to  mar 
ry  the  great  fortune  I  have  got  for  him  ;  and  I  was 
not  informed  of  the  reafon,  till  a  little  while  ago.—- 
But,  Sam,  1  remember  me  I  was  in  your  debt  when 
you  left  the  kingdom. — In  fhort,  Sam,  I  muft 
again  have  you  all  to  myfelf — you  are  fo  handy 
and  aflfe&ionate,  you  muft  be  always  about  me. — 
I  will  give  you  fifty  pounds  yearly  wages;  and 
here  is  a  paper  of  a  hundred  guineas,  partly  in 
payment  of  what  I  owe,  and  partly  in  earned  of 
my  further  favour. 

SAM.  I  cannot  take  it,  indeed,  my  Lord,  I  can 
not  take  it. 

L.  MELT.  Pirn,  man!  this  is  but  a  mere  trifle, 
between  friends  like  us.  I  won  it  laft  night  with 
a  fingle  caft  of  the  dice. 

SAM.  To  be  fure,  I  am  bound  to  your  Lord- 
fhip's  worlhip  for  ever ! 

L.  MELT.  But  tell  me,  my  good  Sam,  who  is 
this  wench  that  your  young  matter  has  got  ? 

SAM.  Wench,  my  Lord! 

L.  MELT.  Ay,  Sam— I  hope  in  Heaven  he  is 
not  married  to  her ! 

SAM.  Married  to  her,  my  Lord ! 

L.  MEL'S. 
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L.  MELT.  Tut,  man,  you  need  not  make  a 
fecret  of  what  we  already  know — TOM  is  my  child, 
my  only  child,  Sam  ;  and  I  cannot  find  in  my  heart 
to  be  long  at  variance  with  him. 

SAM.  I  hat  is  very  true,  and  very  good  of  you 
indeed,  my  Lord. 

L.  MELT.  Had  this  girl  a  fortune — or  even, 
without  a  fortune,  were  fhe  a  worthy  girl ! 

SAM.  A  worthy  girl,  my  Lord  ! 

L.  MELT.  Ay,  Sam — I  think,  in  my  heart,  I 
fhould  be  foon  reconciled,  if,  in  any  degree,  fhe 
fhould  be  found  worthy  of  him. 

SAM.  Worthy  of  him,  my  Lord  ! — I  cannot 
bear  to  hear  the  worth  of  my  dear  Lady  called  in 
queftion  —  She  is  worthy  of  an  emperor,  yea  a 
prince  of  the  blood  ! 

L.  MELT.  I  wifh  to  Heaven,  Sam,  you  could 
contrive  to  get  me  one  peep  at  her  ! 

SAM.  Ay,  my  Lord,  that  would  do  the  bufmefs 
in  her  favour  at  once  ! 

L.  MELT.  Indeed! 

SAM.  Ay,  indeed,  my  Lord. — Were  you  as 
angry  as  lions  and  tygers  that  growl  in  the  wood, 
the  fight  of  her  would  turn  you  into  a  very  lamb. 
—  Why,  fhe  looks  peace  and  pleafure  into  all 
that  behold  her  ! 

L.  MELT.  You  delight  me,  Sam,  you  delight 
me — but,  how  to  get  a  fight  of  her,  as  I  was  faying! 

SAM,  Why,  my  Lord,  between  you  and  I,  fhe 

is  but  three  doors  off,  at  Mr.  TOWN  LEY'S — Now, 

my  mafter  and  Mr.  TOWNLEY  are  both  gone  into 

Y  4  the 
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the  city  in  fearch  of  my  lady's  father  ;  and,  I 
think  I  could  bring  you  in,  as  a  friend  or  relation 
who  defired  to  fee  my  matter. 

L.  MELT.  Right — very  right,  my  good  Sam. — 
And  yet,  might  it  not  be  quite  as  well  to  get  a 
fight  of  her,  here  ? 

SAM.  Here,  my  Lord,  here  ? — as  how,  I  pray 
you  ? 

L.  MELT.  Why,  Sam,  you  fhall  write  to  her 
that  your  Lord  is  wounded  in  a  duel,  and  defires 
to  fee  her  without  delay. 

SAM.  I  write  to  her  fuch  a  He  ! — I  frighten  my 
dear  fweet  Lady,  out  of  her  life !«—  not  for  the 
world,  my  Lord — not  even  for  all  the  titles  and 
pofieflions  of  your  Lordfhip. 

L.  MELT.  Indeed,  my  good  friend  Sam,  you 
mud,  and  fhall  do  it. 

SAM.  Indeed,  but  I  never  will — All  the  powers 
upon  earth,  (hall  never  be  able  to  make  me  fuch 
a  villain  ! 

[Lord  MELTON  ftamps  with  his  foot,  and  three  or  four 
footmen  enter. 

L.  MELT.  Here — feize  upon  this  fellow!  fet 
him  down  in  yonder  chair,  before  the  pen  and 
paper! — clap  your  knives  to  his  nofe,  and  to  both 
his  ears ;  and,  if  he  does  not  inftantly  write,  as  I 
fhall  dictate,  lop  him,  clean  as  a  cabbage  •,  and 
then,  off  with  his  head! 

[The  fervants '  lay  hold  on  Sam,    and   feat  him   at 
a  table. 

SAM.  O  dear,  O  dear! — and  is  it  all  come  to 
this ?— I  will  never  put  truft  in  man,  again.— I 

will 
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will  hang  myfelf,  or  drown  myfelf,  or  get  into 
fome  dark  hole,  where  no  living  creature  fhall 
ever  fee  my  (hame ! 

L.  MELT.  What,  does  the  dog  mutter  ? — Slice, 
lop  away,  I  fay  ! 

SAM.  Mercy,  mercy,  a  moment !— what  fhall  I 
write3  what  (hall  I  fay  ? 

L.  MELT.  My  Lady. 

SAM.  My  Lady.  [Writes. 

L.  MELT,  My  matter  is  wounded  in  a  duel. 

SAM.  My  matter  is  wounded  in  a  duel. 

L.  MELT.  I  dare  not  leave  him. 

SAM.  I  dare  not  leave  him. 

L.  MELT.  He  fends  a  chair  for  you. 

SAM.  He  fends  a  chair  for  you. 

L.  MELT.  And  defires  to  fee  you  mftantly. 

SAM.  And  defires  to  fee  you  inftantly. 

L.  MELT.  Here,  Frank,  take  this  note  and  a 

chair  immediately,  and  wait  upon  the  lady  till  you 

convey  her  to  my  prefence  !  [Exit  Frank. 

SAM.  Here,  my  Lord,  here  is  your  money ! — 

[Throws  it  on  the  ground. 

I  would  fooner  take  adders,  froft  and  fire,  into  my 
hands,  than  finger  a  fingle  penny  of  it ! 

L.  MELT.  As  you  pleafe,  my  dear  Sam — quite, 
as  it  may  pleafe  you,  as  to  that  matter! — But  then, 
remember,  my  good  friend,  that  you  are  my  hired 
fervant  i  at  the  falary,  you  know,  of  fifty  pounds 
yearly  ( 

SAM.  I  would  rather  attend  the  devil,  the  old 
enemy  with  the  cloven  foot. — I  am  fure  he  has 

been 
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been  my  clofe  attendant  on  this  occafion  ! — But, 
my  Lord,  as  I  have  now  done  your  bufinefs,  with 
a  vengeance,  I  fuppofe  you  have  no  further  occa 
fion  for  me. 

L.  MELT.  ,  Hold,  Sam  !  —  fuch  good  friends 
ought  not  to  part  abruptly — You  mud  not  ftir, 
indeed,  till  your  Lady,  as  you  call  her,  is  fafe  lodg 
ed  within  my  clutches. 

SAM.  Villain,  wretch,  traitor,  that  I  am  ! 

[Loud  knocking. 

L.  MELT.  Here  (he  comes.  Now  I  mall  have 
her!— 

SCENE      II. 

FANNY  enters,  panting. 

FANNY.  Where  is  my  lord,  my  beloved — where 
is  the  lord  of  my  life  ? 

SAM.  Ah,  my  miftrefs,  look  not  fo  wildly  about 
*  you ! — you  are  decoyed,  you  are  betrayed  into  the 
houfe  of  your  worfl  enemy  ! — I  am  the  dog  who 
has  been  guilty  of  this  damned  deed  ! — The  father 
of  my  deareft  matter — even  the  fearful  Lord  MEL* 
TON,  now  ftands  before  you  ! 

L.  MELT.  Here — turn  this  fcoundrel  loofe ! — 
kick  him  out  into  the  ftreets  !  [Sam  is  turn'd  out. 

FANNY.  The  father  of  Mr.  MELTON,  did  he 
not  fay  ? — O,  then,  thus  lowly,  and  with  trembling 
reverence,  even  as  to  Heaven,  I  bow  myfelf  in  fub- 
mifiion  and  obedience  before  him  ! — But,  is  there 
then,  no  duel,  no  woundings  in  the  cafe  ? 

L.  MELT. 
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L.  MELT.  No,  woman — no  damage,  fave  the 
ruin  that  you  have  brought  upon  him  ! 

FANNY.  Blefled,  blefTed  be  the  power  that  pro- 
tefts  my  love,  whatever  becomes  of  his  defthute 
FANNY  ! 

L.  MELT.  You  may  rife,  miflrefs ;  that  pofture 
of  humiliation  will  not  ferve  your  turn — No — 
Syren,  enchantrefs ! — you  muft  not  hope  to  fool 
the  father,  as  you  have  fafcinated  the  fon. — Here, 
John,  get  the  chariot  and  fix  to  the  door  directly  ! 
— I  will  fend  this  Circe  far  enough,  where  the 
dupe,  her  paramour,  mall  never  more  behold  her. 

FANNY.  No,  my  lord,  you  mall  not  fend  me! 

[Rifes. 

I  will  not  be  at  the  difpofal  of  any  man  breathing, 
except  my  own  matter. — Are  you  a  nobleman,  and 
would  you  yield  up  innocence  and  virtue  to  the 
will  of  ruffians,  perhaps,  in  the  hands  of  your 
fellows  ? 

L.  MELT.  You  will  not  go,  you  fay  ? 

FANNY.  No,  fir,  I  will  not  go — my  cries  (hall 
call  Heaven  and  earth  to  my  refcue — or  I  fhall 
know,  by  a  fpeedy  death,  how  to  deliver  myfelf 
from  the  danger  of  infult  and  violation. 

L.  MELT.  Who,  and  what  are  you,  miflrefs  ?— • • 
are  you  a  ftrumpet,  or  a  wife  ? 

FANNY.  I  am  not  accuftomed  to  hold  converfe 
with  people  of  rude  manners. 

L.  MELT.  You  carry  it  high,  indeed.  But,  is 
this  your  boafted  innocence  and  virtue,  to  rob  the 
man,  who  loved  you,  of  three  hundred  thoufand 

pounds? 
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pounds?  and  to  fleal,  like  a  thief,  into  fortune 
and  nobility  ? 

FANNY.  Ah,  had  the  kindred  of  my  lord  been 
noble,  like  himfelf,  I  fhould  then  have  brought  a 
fhade,  and  a  leflening  upon  it ;  but,  your  behavi 
our,  my  Lord,  tells  me,  that  I  have  degraded 
myfelf,  and  conferred  an  honour  on  a  family  that 
is  not  worthy  of  it! 

L,  MELT.  On  my  foul,  me  has  awed  me,  I 
know  not  how  1  [Afide. 

Well — if  we  would,  both,  be  more  temperate  5 
perhaps  we  might  come  to  a  better  undemanding. 
— I  begin  to  think,  with  you,  madam,  that  you  do 
not  want  your  merits ;  but  the  world  will  ftill 
think  in  its  own  way — wealth,  title,  precedence* 
and  family,  will  ftill  retain  their  value  in  the  eyes 
of  mankind. 

FANNY.  True,  my  Lord,  it  is  fo — perhaps  it 
ought  to  be  fo  ! 

L.  MELT.  But,  how  will  my  fon,  now,  be  de- 
fpifed,  degraded,  neglected! — You  fhould  have 
thought  of  that,  madam,  when  you  feduced  him 
to  your  bed. 

FANNY.  Alas! — I    feduced  him   not. — I   was, 

myfelf,  feduced   by   his   goodnefs  and    manifold 

graces. — I  knew  not  of  his  titles  or  family,  his  ftate 

or  his  ftation — I  deemed  myfelf  his  fuperior  in  all 

things,favingtheexcellenciesofhismindandperfon. 

L.  MELT.  Then  your'hufband  was  a  villain, 

and  I   pity  you  from  my  heart— He   knew  that 

your  marriage  could  not  be  binding  without  my 

4  confent' 
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confent.— I  had  contra&ed,  I  had  previoufly  mar 
ried  him  to  another;  your  equal,  I  muft  tell  you, 
madam,  in  perfonal  attractions,  and  infinitely 
your  fuperior  in  all  other  refpefts. — You  fee,  then, 
that  your  unhappy  connexion  with  my  fon,  can 
bring  nothing  but  fhame  to  him,  and  beggary  to 
you  both. 

FANNY.  For  myfelf  it  matters  not;  that  is  no 
way  my  concern — but  to  bring  difgrace  and  mi- 
fery,  where  I  would  pour  out  my  foul  to  bring 
honours  and  happinefs! — it  muft'notbe — I  cannot 
bear  it !— What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

L.  MELT.  If  you  would  do  nobly,  give  him  up  ! 
refign  him ! — you  find  that  he  is  no  fit  hufband 
for  you. 

FANNY.  I  will,  then — I   will  give  him   up— 
though  with  a  rent  heart — I  will  refign  my  belov 
ed  to  this  moft  blefled  of  women. 
L.  MELT.  Will  you,  indeed  ? 
FANNY.  I  will,  my  Lord, 
L.  MELT.  Will  you  fign  an  inflrument  to  that 
purpofe  ? 

FANNY.  Alas ! — I  will,  I  will,  my  Lord. 
L.  MELT.  That  is  greatly  faid,  and  ihews  you 
deferving  of  a  better  man — but,  you  fhall  lofe  no 
thing  by  it. — I  will,  myfelf,  be  your  friend,  your 
father,  your  protector — I  will  endow  you  with  all 
the  affluence  that  your  heart  can  wifh. 

FANNY.  Beftowyour  treafures,  my  Lord,  where 
you  pleafe  to  beftow  your  fon ! — I  will  accept  of 
nothing  from  you,  nor  from  a  world  that  will  then 

become 
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become  a  wildernefs  to  me, — When  I  am  torn 
from  my  better  felf,  I  mall  have  no  other  felf  to 
care  for. — I  will  betake  me  where  I  will  lay  down 
my  little  and  lowly  head,  unknown  and  unnoticed ; 
where  a  poor,  fatherlefs,  motherlefs,  helplefs, 
friendlefs  orphan,  nnfeen  and  unpitied,  may  pine 
herfelf  to  death — where  I  will  pray,  with  my  lateft 
breath,  that  the  lord  of  my  life,  and  the  heart  of 
my  heart,  may — may — if  poffible — live  happy 
without  me !  [Weeps. 

L.  MELT.  Blefs  me! — what's  the  matter  with 
me  ? — what's  come  over  me  ? — I  never  was  fo  in 
my  life  before. — How  this  girl  affeds  me! — but 

fhe  muft  not  perceive  it.  [Knocking  at  the  gate. 

Who  waits  ? — I  am  not  at  home,  do  ye  hear,  to 
any  one  whatever.  [To  a  fervant. 

Another  SERVANT  enters. 

SERV.  Your  brother,  my  Lord,  Mr.  ANTONY 
MELTON  !  He  fays  he  muft  fpeak  to  your  Lord- 
fhip  immediately. 

L.  MELT.  Step  in  there,  for  a  while,  my  dear 
girl,  my  fweet  girl,  my  refpeftable  creature  ! — We 
will  yet  fee,  as  far  as  poffible,  what  may  be  done 

for  you  !  [FANNY  goes  in, 

SCENE      III. 

Mr.  ANTONY  MELTON  enters. 

L.  MELT.  You  are  welcome,  brother  ! 
ANT.  No,  my  Lord,  I  am  not  welcome — there 
is  no  welcome  for  me  here,  or  any  where  elfe 

upon 


THE  MARRIAGE  CONTRACT.    335 

upon  earth  ! — You  have  ruined,  you  have  un 
done  me ! 

L.  MELT.  I  ruin  you,  brother  ? 

ANT.  Yes,  brother,  by  the  profligacy  of  your 
life  and  manners — no  one  can  thrive  or  profper 
that  is  of  your  blood.  Your  vices  call  a  heavy 
judgment  upon  all  belonging  to  you  ! 

L.  MELT.  You  oblige  me  extremely,  brother, 
in  taking  the  punifhment  of  my  fins  upon  your 
own  head — But,  what's  the  matter,  pray  ? 

ANT.  Matter  ? — matter  enough,  fir. — I  am  un 
done,  as  I  told  you. — My  ftore  all  plunder'd — my 
treafure  ravifhed  from  me ! — the  product  of  my 
toils,  the  labours  of  my  life,  all  vanifhed  like  mift ! 

L.  MELT.  How,  brother,  how  is  this  ? — your 
coffers  plundered  !  your  money  gone ! 

ANT.  Money,  fir  ? — no — I  would  it  were— Mo 
ney  is  dirt  and  rubbifh  to  the  treafure  that  I  have 
loft. — My  daughter,  my  darling! — the  babe  of  my 
bofom,  the  light  of  my  life ! — She  is  gone,  fhe  is 
loft! 

L.  MELT.  Your  daughter  ? 

ANT.  Spirited  away,  I  know  not  how,  nor 
whither. — Carried  off  by  fome  fellow  of  no  note  or 
name — and  has  left  me  to  mourn  her  abfcnce  for 
ever ! 

L.  MELT.  O  the  curfe  of  children  I — was  this 
your  boafted  abftract  of  duty  and  virtue  ? 

ANT.  I  boafted  not,  my  brother. — There  muft 
have  been  fome  enchantment,  fome  magic  in  the 
cafe.— She  was  goodnefs  and  grace  realized,  the 

very 
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very  eflence  of  excellencies. — If  you  \\ifli  me  to 
live,  if  you  would  not  have  me  run  diftracted,  you 
mud  aflift  me  in  the  fearch  and  difcovery  of  her. 

L.  MELT.  Why  fearch  after  her,  ANTONY  ? 
would  you  receive  fuch  a  refugee,  fuch  a  rebel  to 
grace  ?  , 

ANT.  Alas!  how  unfeelingly  you  talk  of  this 
matter!  but,  you  never  had  a  father's  heart. — Re 
ceive  her,  do  you  fay  ? — Yes,  with  the  fame  wel 
come,  the  fame  tranfport,  brother,  that  a  convict 
receives  pardon  at  the  inftant  of  execution. 

[Loud  knocking,  and  noife  of  violence  at  tlie  outer  gate. 

L.  MELT.  What  can  this  rudenefs  mean!  — 
Where  are  my  fellows  ? — where  are  ye  all  ? — Run, 
and  arm  yourfelves  inftantly  ! — 

[Doors   broke  open. 

SCENE      III. 

MELTON,  TOWN  LEY,  SAM,  &c.  enter  with  fwords 
drawn. 

L.  MELT.  How ! — TOM  ! — can  it  be  ? — my  own 
fon  in  arms  againft  his  father ! 

MELT.  Yes,  my  Lord — againft  father,  king,  and 
country  1—j-againft  the  world  in  fuch  a  caufe  ! 

L.  MELT.  Mr.  TOWNLEY,  is  this  well,  is  this 
like  a  gentleman,  to  break  with  violence  into  the 
houfe  of  your  friend  and  neighbour  ? 

TOWN.  When  I  come  in  defence  of  innocence 
and  virtue,  I  caft  with  fcorn  fuch  friendship  and 
all  decorum  behind  me  1 

MELT. 
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MELT.  Where  is  my  wife,  my  FANNY  ? — where 
have  you  conveyed  my  angel  ? — Reftore  her  to  me 
direftly,  or,  by  the  fury  that  informs  me,  I  will 
tear  open  every  door ;  and,  if  I  find  her  not,  I 
will  fire  the  houfe  over  the  heads  of  its  inhabitants ! 

SAM,  Here  me  flood,  my  mailer,  within  this 
half  hour— on  this  very  fpot  me  flood  trembling, 
like  a  dove  tinder  the  claws  of  the  kite. 

TOWN.  You  mufl  reflore  her  indeed,  my  Lord, 
— injurious  treatment  becomes  brutal,  when  it  has 
for  its  object  fo  much  merit  and  fweetnefs. 

L.  MELT.  Why,  gentlemen,  I  can't  but  think 
that  this  is  very  cavalier  behaviour. — But,  will  ye 
be  calm  a  little  ?  will  ye  condefcend  to  capitulate  ?, 

MELT.  Where  is  me,  my  Lord?  tell  me,  in- 
flantly,  where  me  is,  or  I  will  not  be  anfwerable 
for  what  my  madnefs  may  be  guilty  of. 

L.  MELT.  I  will  not  anfwer  a  madman,  TOM,' 
in  the  way  of  his  wrath — Your  wife  is  forthcom 
ing — I  teli  you,  calmly  and  deliberately,  that  me 
is  in  this  houfe — fafe,  honoured,  and  uninjured,  in 
this  very  houfe,  indeed,  TOM  ! 

MELT.  Produce  her,  my  Lord  ! — O,  let  me  have 
one  glimpfe  of  her,  to  afluage  my  raging  fpirit ! 

L.  MELT.  I  will  produce  her — you  (hall  fee  her 
within  this  very  minute— But  you  mud  not  take 
her  hence,  TOM. 

MELT.  Not  take  her,  my  Lord  P — the  world 
fhall  not  withhold  her ! 

L.  MELT,  Neither  ihall  you,  or  the  world,  take 
her  from  me,  indeed,  TOM — 1  will  not  part  with 

VOL.  IV.  Z  her— 
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her — I  could  not  find  in  my  heart,  to  part  with 
her — But,  you  may  come  and  bear  her  company, 
as  long  as  you  pleafe,  my  TOMMY  ! 

MELT.  O— you  mock  me,  fir,  you  mock  me  ! 

L.  MELT.  I  do  not  mock  you,  on  my  foul— 
you  cannot  hold  your  FANNY  dearer  than  I  hold 
her,  my  fon !  you  cannot  love,  efteem,  refpeft  her, 
more  than  I  love  efteem  and  refpecl:  her. 

MELT,  O  then,  my  father  ! 

[Falls  fuddenly  on  his  knee,  and  catches  his  father's  hand. 
will  you  receive  your  returning  rebel  ? — can  you 
pardon  him  this  outrage  againft  duty  and  al 
legiance  ? 

L.  MELT.  Yes,  TOM,  I  can  pardon  all  things 
to  the  beloved  of  my  beloved. — But,  as  I  faid,  be 
fore  you  fee  her,  I  muft  capitulate  and  bargain 
with  you — We  muft  live  in  one  houfe  together — I 
muft  have  her  all  day,  and  you  fhall  have  her  all 
night — As  we  have  loft  this  great  fortune,  I  will 
retrench  for  her  fake — Who  knows  but  (he  may  re* 
form  me  ?  what  fay  you  to  that,  TOM  ? — me  has 
already  looked  and  fpoke  a  kind  of  virtue  into  me  ! 

MELT.  O,  fir — you  kill  me,  you  kilr  me  out 
right  with  this  goodnefs ! 

SAM.  Did  I  not  tell  yon,  my  Lord,  that  the 
very  fight  of  her,  as  I  faid,  would  turn  your  heart 
topfy  turvy,  and  make  a  new  man  of  you,  from 
top  to  bottom  ? 

L,  MELT.  You  did  indeed,  honeft  Sam — And 
now,  TOM,  you  fnall  have  a  peep  at  your  FANNY, 
your  good  angel,  as  fhe  deferves  to  be  called. — 

Come 


THE  MARRIAGE  CONTRACT.     339 

Come  forth,  my  fvveet  girl — my  refpedable  daugh 
ter,  all  lovely,  and  all  beloved,  as  you  are,  come 
forth  ! 

Lord  MELTON  unlocks  the  door — FANNY  enters — Her  huf- 
band  takes  her  by  the  hand,  and  they  jointly  fall  on  their 
knees  before  his  father. 

MELT.  Come,  my  FANNY,  before  we  embrace, 
let  us  fall  down  before  the  kindeft,  the  dearefl  of 
fathers — a  father  who  has  new  begotten  me  to 
life  and  to  love ! 

/  L.  MELT.  Yes,  TOM,  I  rejoice  over  you,  thus 
matched  and  mated,  more  than  I  did  at  your  birth, 
when  I  was  firft  fainted  and  honoured  with  the 
title  of  father ! 

FANNY.  My  father,  and  my  Lord ! 

ANT.  Are  my  eyes,  indeed,  open? — Heaven 
blefs  me,  what  a  wonderful  deception  is  this! — 
But,  it  cannot  be  my  child,  my  FANNY  ! — It  mud 
— and  yet  it  cannot — it  cannot  be  my  FANNY — 
my  child,  my  child  !  [Sinks  into  a  chair. 

TOWN.  How — Mr.  MELTON  ?• — Mr.  ANTONY 
MELTON? — Your  brother,  my  Lord,  is  dying  !— 
Help  here,  I  fay  !-— Mr.  MELTON  is  dying  ! 

The  men  turn  to  aflift  Mr.  ANTHONY  MELTON— FANNY 
Hands  awhile  amazed,  then  rulhes  and  calls  herfelf  at 
his  feet. 

FANNY.  Ha! — that  perfon  ! — that  afpect!  — 
fbould  I  not  know  it  ?— O,  my  father,  my  dearefl: 
father ! 

ANT.  My  FANNY  I — 1  can  fcarce  fpeak — Are 
Z  2  you 
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you  then,  indeed,  my  FANNY? — the  inborn  of  my 
heart,  the  child  of  my  vitals  ? 

FANNY.  My. father,  my  father! 

ANT.  O,  thou  bleffing  of  children! — my  FAN 
NY,  my  child! 

FANNY  Bounteous  Heaven  ! — how  came  you 
to  be  fent  to  me  thus  ? — I  mall  not  now  be  as  a 
caftaway,  a  fcorn  among  men.— I  lhall  have  a  fa 
ther  who  will  own,  who  will  honour,  who  will  en 
dow  me ! 

ANT.  Yes,  my  babe ! — But  where  is  the  man 
who  has  beguiled  you  ? — If  he  be  your  beloved, 
though  the  bafeft  of  the  people,  I  will  exalt  him  to 
fit  among  the  lords  of  the  land  ! 

MELT.  Do  you  not  know  me,  my  uncle — will 
you  not  own  your  nephew,  will  you  not  acknow 
ledge  your  fon  ?  [Bends  his  knee. 

ANT.  Pardon  me! — my  hea~d  is  a  little  confuf- 
ed — But,  are  you  the  perfon,  TOM,  who  almoft 
broke  my  heart — are  you  the  man  who  carried  off 
my  darling,  myFANNY*? 

MELT.  I  am  indeed,  fir,  the  happy  pofleflbr  of 
your  ineftimable  jewel. 

ANT.  Then,  TOM,  I  will  add,  to  that  jewel, 
^ven  the  whole  of  what  I  am  worth. 

L.  MELT.  But,  can  this  be  your  daughter,  bro 
ther — is  this  actually  your  daughter  ? 

ANT.  My  very  daughter,  indeed,  brother! 

L.  MELT.  Have  I  then  been  ilruggling  againft 
my  own  happinefs  ?  fo  ftrenuoufly  oppofing  the 

thing, 
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thing,  of  the  world,  that  I  mod  earneftly  wiihed  ? 
Why,  this  is  very  wonderful,  quite  aftonifhing, 
indeed  ! 

TOWN.  The  moft  extraordinary  and  blefled  in- 
ftance  of  an  all-condu&ing  Providence,  that  ever 
I  heard  of. 

MELT.  Ah  !— how  have  I  curfed,  how  would  I 
have  avoided  the  very  match,  that,  alone,  could 
conftitute  my  fupreme  felicity  ! 

FANNY.  How  have  I  envied  myfelf,  in  the  cha 
racter  of  another ! 

TOWN.  But  pray,  madam,  did  you  not  fay  that 
your  father's  name  was  WOLFORD  ? 

FANNY.  I  did,  fir — this  is  he,  Mr.  WOLFORD, 
my  deareft  father! — I  never  heard  him  called  by 
any  other  name. 

ANT.  I  will  explain  that  matter,my  darling,  to  you 
and  to  the  company — Early  in  life  I  was  married 
in  Holland,  to  the  daughter  of  Mr.  WOLFORD, 
with  whom  1  had  a  vaft  fortune,  on  condition  of 
changing  my  name.  But  my  wife,  being  a  lady  of 
parade  and  profufion,  very  fpeedily  ran  through 
the  moft  of  what  1  got  with  her,  and  then  died  a 
victim  to  her  intemperance. 

L,  MELT.  I  heard  of  your  being  twice  married, 
brother-,  but  never,  till  now,  heard  of  the  change 
of  your  name. 

ANT.  On  my  return  to  England,  I  put  in  at  Ply 
mouth,  where  I  firft  faw  your  mother,  my  FANNY, 
then  a  maid  of  (lender  fortune,  but  of  enchanting 
Z  3  fweetnefs 
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fweetnefs  and  modefty — On  our  marriage,  I  con 
ceived  a  fcheme  for  concealing  my  real  name  and 
circumftances  from  her,  left  me  fhould  aflume  the 
airs  and  extravagance  of  my  former  wife — but, 
alas,  at  the  very  time  that  I  went  to  acquaint  her 
with  my  family  and  fortunes,  I  learn'd  that  me  was 
dead,  and  that  my  child  had  eloped — and  I  return 
ed  the  moft  forlorn  of  hufbands  and  of  fathers ! 

L.  MELT.  Well — this  is  fuch  an  amazing  evi 
dence  of  the  Goodnefs  of  Providence,  that  I  begin 
to  think  I  ought  to  be  thankful. — TOM,  give  me 
your  hand,  my  blefled  TOM  !  I  believe  you  are  the 
firft  man  living,  that  ever  ran  away  with  his  own 
wife ! — My  daughter,  my  angel,  come  to  my  bo- 
fom,  and  dwell  there  for  ever ! — Your  hand,  my 
brother! — Your  hand,  my  friend,  TOWNLEY  !  — 
Shall  we  not  be  jovial,  (hall  we  not  go  out  of  our 
fenfes  ? — Sam,  I  will  double  your  hundred  pieces  ! 
— Run,  Sam,  get  our  cifterns  filled  with  liquors — 
throw  open  all  our  doors — proclaim  a  twelve 
month's  jubilee,  and  let  the  world  partake  of  our 
triumph ! 
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ORATORIO. 

PART      L 

SCENE      I. 
A    FIELD    in    MOAB, 

ISRAELITE  TRAVELLERS,  and  NAOMI, 

RECITATIVE, 
ift  ISR.  OTAY,  brother — fee,  in  yonder  fhade, 

lC)  Some  fable  Daughter  of  Afflidtion  laid! 
She  rifes— mark  her  mournful  air  ! 
She  looks,  Ihe  moves,  fhe  breathes  defpair ! 

Too  great  appears  her  woe, 
To  fuffer  words  to  break  away,  or  fwelling  tears 
to  flow. 

RECITATIVE    ACCOMPANIED. 

ad  ISR.  'Tis  nought  to  us — Come,  let's  be  gone— 
This  land  for  us  no  fricndlhip  knows  : 
All  are  ftrangers  here,  and  foes ! — 
Shall  we  regard  a  foe's  diftrefs  ?— no,  brother,  no ! 
— pafs  on, 

A  I  R, 


RUTH 


A    I    R. 

ift  ISR.  Thro*  every  clime,  the  heart  humane 
Is  pleafed  to  fhare  in  every  pain  — 
There  dwells  a  fecret  fenfe  within, 
To  frail  mortality  a-  kin  ^ 
And  to  the  Child  of  humbling  Grief, 
Or  friend,  or  foe,  it  brings  relief  ! 

CHORUS. 

Or  friend,  or  foe,  the  Child  of  Grief 
From  hearts  humane  will  Cod  relief! 

RECITATIVE, 

sftls-R.  Unhappy  fifler!  whence  the  care, 
TJiat  feems  above  thy  ftrength  to  bear  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

If  AO.  *TIs  an  incurable  delpair  !—  • 

- 

RECITATIVE. 

.  Yet  if  our  power  cannot  relieve,  our  pity 
fure  may  fharc. 

RECITATIVE. 

.  Lopt  from  the  trunk  of  Ifrael's  tree, 
And  ftript  of  foliage  and  of  fruit,  a  blafted 
branch  you  fee  ! 

RECIT  A- 
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RECITATIVE. 

2dIsR.  Oflfrael?— O,  declare  thy  grief  1 — 
I  haften,  now,  to  bring  relief. 

A    I    R. 

NAO.  Ah  ceafe — your  comforts  come  in  vain  1 

As  on  a  barren  rock  they  fall ; 
Whence  foft  defcending  (lores  of  rain, 
No  blade  of  kindly  growth  can  call. 

A     I     R. 

iftlsR.  From  defolated  lands, 

From  rugged  rocks,  and  parching  fands, 
The  powerful  word  of  ISRAEL'S  KING 
Can  call  the  beauties  of  the  fpring  I— 
RECITATIVE. 

His  hand  the  wounded  heart  can  heal- 
But  O,  whence  fprings  thy  grief,  reveal ! 

RECITATIVE. 

NAO.  Once  I  was  bleft,  fupremely  bleft ! 

Thefe  arms  a  loved  and  loving  confort  preft— 
Two  fons,  befide,  were  mine — all  now,  alas, 

no  more ! 
Hufband  and  children  loft  I'm  deftined  to  deplore ! 

RECITATIVE. 

i  ft  ISR.  Alas,  fad  matron  ! — May  we  claim 
Thy  tribe,  thy  native  place,  and  name  ? 

R  E  C  I  T  A- 


RUTH: 


RECITATIVE. 

NAO.     Of  Judah's  tribe,  in  Bethlehem's  town, 

NAOMI  once  was  known 
But  late,  when  famine  ravaged  all  our  plains, 
>  I,  with  my  houfhold,  fuccour  fought  from  Moab's 
foreign  fwains. 

RECITATIVE. 

2d  ISR,  Our  fifter  ! 

ift  ISR.  --  O,  our  fitter  dear  ! 

adlsR.  Return!  - 

jftlsR.  -  Thy  kin,  thy  country,  chear  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

2d  UR.         The  LORD  hath  viiited  our  land,    . 
And  on  his  chofen  people  pour'd  the  bounty  of 
his  hand  ! 

AIR,     DUET. 

Rich  verdure  and  bioflbms  again  deck  the  fpring, 
Again  in  the  groves  the  wing'd  chorifters  fmg  ; 
Again  the  blithe  milkmaid  is  heard  at  her  pail, 
And  the  ploughman's  glad  whittle  defcends  on 
the  vale. 

RECITATIVE. 

NAO.  Though  fall  my  ills  fo  heavy  from  his  hand, 
I  blefs  the  LORD  who  faves  my  native  land. 
Yes,  happy  1<;>1!  ye  hills  and  vales  of  Grace  ! 
Thou  facred,  pleafmg,  promifed  place  ! 

With 
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With  thee,  once  more,  thefe  eyes  (hall  glad  their 

fight, 
Then   clofing  bid  a  lad  adieu   to  mortal  life 

and  light ! 

A    I    R. 

Dear  Natal  Earth,  prepare  my  grave, 
Receive  the  fading  form  you  gave  ! 
Dear  Natal  Earth,  upon  your  bread, 
The  fading  form  you  gave,  mall  reft  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

adlsR.  Ceafe,   ceafe,  O  haplefs   filter !    ceafe  to 

mourn — 

Thy  joyful  friends  (hall  hail  thy  wifh'd  return; 
Bethlehem  exulting  thy  approach  mall  greet, 
And  her  throng'd  ways  fpread  fiow'rs  beneath 
thy  feet. 

A     I    R. 

Let  no  wretched  offspring  of  Adam  defpair— 
As  pafies  our  pleafure,  fo  pafles  our  care ! 
Man's  life  is  an  April,  now  gloomy,  now  gay  •, 
•  His  made  and  his  mine  fleet  fucceffive  away ! 
To  the  pain  thy  Creator  appoints  thee  refign, 
And  feize  the  glad  moment  allowed  to  be  thine. 

RECITATIVE. 

NAO.  My  friends,  my  country,  now,  NAOMI  fcarce  ' 

will  own — 

To  haughty  Wealth  in  profperous  date,  the  Poor 
remain  unknown ! 

R  E  C  I  T  A- 
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RECITATIVE. 

iftlsR.  As  o'er  a  treafure  loft  and  found, 

O'er  thee  tljy  kindred  will  rejoice  around. 

A    I    R. 

O  Ifrael,  receive  to  thy  breaft, 

This  thy  daughter,  fo  virtuous  and  dear ! 
In  thy  fongs  be  her  welcome  expreft, 

And  her  diffidence  loft  in  thy  chear  ! 
As  her  morning  in  clouds  has  begun, 

Let  her  noon  in  its  progrefs  be  bright ; 
And  her  evening,  like  fummer's  fair  fun, 

Leave  behind  it  a  glory  of  light ! 


END    OF  THE  FIRST  PART. 


PART 
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PART      II. 


SCENE      I. 

. 

NAOMI,  RUTH,  and  MOABITES. 

RECITATIVE. 

NAO.  p\AUGHTERS    of  Moab,    hear !    By 

JL/          famine's  hand 
Oppreft,  ere  while  I  left  my  native  land — 
To  you  I  came  ;  ye  took  the  ftranger  in, 
And  fill'd  the  place  of  country  and  of  kin. 
Now  home  recalPd,  for  leave  to  part  I  fue, 
And  my  full  heart  muft  take  the  laft  adieu ! 

RECITATIVE. 

MOAB.  Wouldft  thou  their  bleffing  from  thy  fer- 

vants  take  ? 
Your  LORD  loves  Moab  for  NAOMI'S  fake. 

A    I     R. 

Where'er  thy  vifit  is  addreft, 

The  houfehold  and  the  houfe  are  bleft ! 

RECITA- 


RUTH: 


RECITATIVE. 

NAO.  Though  you,  my  friends,  I  quit,  my  broken 

heart 

Leaves  in  your  hofpitable  earth  its  better,  dearer 
part! 

A    I    R. 

A  long,  long  adieu,   my  kind  neighbours, 

I  take, 
Ye  wealth  of  the  weakhlefs,  ye  ftrength  of  the 

weak ! 

While  worth  (hall  endear,  or  beneficence  bind, 
Your  memory  {hall  hold  the  firft  place  in  my 

mind  : 

And  if  ever  your  lot  fhould  oblige  you  to  (tray, 
May  others  the  friendihip  you  fhew'd  me  re 
pay  ! 

RECITATIVE. 
RUTH.  Come,   mother,   come !  no  more  indulge 

delay ! 

Towards  your  IfraePs  pleafant  land  I  long  to 
bend  my  way. 

RECITATIVE. 
NAO.  What  means  my  daughter  ?  would  (he  leave 
Her  friends  of  Moab  for  her  lofs  to  grieve  ? 

A    I    R. 

RUTH.  Yes,  mother,  yes ;  with  thee, 

Though  faint  from  travel  and  from  toil, 
Each  land  will  prove  a  native  foil, 
Each  houle  a  home  to  me ! 

4  Companion'd 
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Companion'd  with  thec,  as  we  journey  along, 
No  time  can  be  tedious,  no  road  can  be  wrong ! 

RECITATIVE, 

By  wedlock,  RUTH,  allied  to  thee, 
Became  a  graft  of  IfraePs  tree- 
So  firmly  fix'd,  fo  ftrongly  tied, 
No  ftorm  can  fhake,  no  ftroke  divide ! 

A    I    R. 

NAO.  O  flower  of  Moab,  patting  fair! 

Say,  lhall  my  unpropitious  haiid 
Thee>  from  thy  native  garden,  bear, 
To  wither  in  a  foreign  land  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

RUTH.  Some  power,  unconquerably  ftrong, 
Impells  thy  daughter's  fteps  along. 

A    I     R. 

As  the  LORD  of  thy  Ifrael  now  reigneth  above, 
In  his  Kingdom  of  Peace,  and  his  Regions  of 
Love, 

'Tis  in  vaia 
To  re  ft  rain ; 
With  thee  I  will  warider,  with  thee  will  remain. 

To  the  lot  that  is  thine, 
Or  pleafant,  or  painful,  with  joy  I  refign ; 
Thy   people,  thy  God,  and  thy  grave,  fhall  be 
mine ! 

VOL."  IV.  A  a  RECITA- 
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RECITATIVE. 

NAO.  O  child,  above  all  kindred  dear, 

Thou  blefs'd  of  our  JEHOVAH,  hear ! 

A    I    R. 

I  fee,  I  fee  with  other  eyes, 
From  darknefs  diftant  radiance  rife ! 
Soon  fhall  the  PROMISED  SON  be  born, 
And  come  on  Solyma  like  morn, 
Enlightening  all  her  Ikies  ! 

CHORUS   of  MOABITES. 

Amid  the  great  the  glorious  thought, 
Our  fouls  to  future  times  are  caught. 

We  fee,  with  other  eyes, 
From  darknefs  diftant  radiance  rife  ! 
Soon  fhall  the  PROMISED  SON  be  born, 
And  come  on  Moab  like  the  morn, 

Enlightening  all  her  fkies ! 


END    OF    THE   SECOND    PARTJ, 


PART 
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PART       HI. 

SCENE      I. 

NAOMI,  and  RUTH. 
RECITATIVE. 


NAO.  rirMJRN,  O  daughter,  turn  thy  eyes, 

JL     Where  Bethlehem's   glittering  fpires 

arife — 

How  fair  her  flowery  vales  extend  ! 
How  bold  her  fwelling  hills  afcend  ! 

A    I    R. 

Dear  native  Soil !  do  I  again 

Thy  kindly  breeze  inhale  ? 
No  air  of  any  foreign  plain 

Could  thus  my  fenfe  regale. 

RECITATIVE. 

RUTH.  Fair  is  thy  land,  O  mother !  wondrous  fair! 
My  bofom  from  the  view  ftrange  tranfport  feems 
to  (hare. 

A  a  a  AIR. 
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A     I    R. 

New  fcenes,  and  new  profpefts,  my  fpirit 
employ, 

Anil  with  hopes  of  new  happinefs  chear  me; 
My  heart  all  enliven'd  indulges  its  joy, 

And  fome  fudden  bleffing  feems  near  me. 

RECITATIVE. 

NAO.  Behold,  my  lovely  child,  behold, 

How  Bethlehem's  ftreets  at  our  approach  pour 
forth  their  young  and  old  ! 

SCENE      II. 

NAOMI,  RUTH,  BOAZ,  ISRAELITES. 

• 

CHORUS. 

NAOMI  ? — loft  and  found  again, 
O  welcome  to  thy  native  plain  ! 
Raife  all  your  voices,  brethren,  raife, 
And  hail  your  fitter's  glad  return  with  gratu- 
lating  lays. 

RECITATIVE. 

NAO.  Say,  brethren,  who  is  he  that  leads  the  throng, 
And  like  a  hero  moves  majeftical  along  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

i ft  ISR.  'Tis  BOAZ,  Bethlehem's  Prince,  your  near 

allied— 
Your  firft  of  kindred  by  your  hufband's  fide  ! 

AIR,- 
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AIR,     DUET. 

ISR.  His  ftep  is  at  a  diftance  from  thoufands  dif- 

cern'd ! 
When  he  fpeaks  in  the  gate,  Elders  hear  and 

grow  learn'd  ! 
His  couches  are  fpread  for  the  ftranger's  re- 

pofe; 
For  the  naked  he  fhears,  for  the  hungry  he 

fows ! 
He  ftands   like  a  tree  in  the  midft  of  his 

ground, 
With  the  widow  and  orphan  rejoicing  around  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

BOAZ.  Hail,  mother  of  thy  people ! — this  embrace 
Bids  thee  thrice  welcome  to  thy  native  place. 
Oft  have  thofe  arms  my  infant  years  careft, 
And  clafp'd  thy  little  kinfman  to  thy  bread! 

RECITATIVE. 

NAO.  Hail,  fon ! — May  Heaven  in  bounty  heap 

on  thee 
Tenfold  the  blefllngs  it  has  rent  from  me  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

BOAZ.  In  this  our  prefent  happy  lot, 
Be  paft  calamities  forgot ! 
But  where  is  fhe,  our  new  allied — 
Of  Moab's  land  fo  late  the  pride  ? 

A  a  3  AIR. 
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A    I    R. 

NAO.  Lo  there  !  like  a  mift  on  the  morning,  her 

veil 

Strives  in  vain  to  obfcure  her  from  fight  j 
It  betrays  what  it  means  to  conceal, 
A  beauty  for  vifion  too  bright ! 

RECITATIVE. 

BOAZ.  Thee,  faireft  RUTH,  by  Ifrael's  law  I  claim, 
A  glad  fucceeder  to  thy  hufband's  name  ! 
Thrice  have  the  vifions  of  the  night, 
Brought  to  my  view  thy  femblance  fair,  that 
fill'd  my  tent  with  light ! 

RECITATIVE. 

RUTH.  If  fo  your  laws  ordain, 

Your  handmaid  will  not  of  her  lot  complain. 

RECITATIVE. 

H.  PRIEST.  Hear  men  of  Bethlehem,  and  rejoice  ! 
The  LORD  informs  his  fervant's  voice — 
Yon  portion  fair  of  Moab's  earth. 
To  IfraePs  CHOSEN  PLANT  gives  birth  ! 
Hence  the  Mighty  Tree  mall  fpring, 
The  Glory  of  the  grove,  of  every  tree  the  King ! 

CHORUS   of  PRIESTS. 

To  the  center,  (hall  reach  the  vaft  Depth  of  his  Root! 
To  the  ftars,  the  vaft  Height  of  his  Summit  lhall 
moot ! 

Thro' 
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Thro'  the  world,    the  vaft  Length  of  his  Boughs 

fhall  extend  ! 
For  their  food,   on  His  Fruit,  lhall   all  nations 

depend ! 

GRAND     CHORUS 

Hail  Mother  of  Approaching  Grace  ! 
Hail  Parent  of  the  PROMISED  RACE  ! 
Far  diftant  I  fee  Him  ! — The  young  and  the  old 
Rufh  to  meet  the  MESSIAH,  by  prophets  foretold  ! 
The  Lame,  with  a  bound, 
Lightly  leap  from  the  ground  ; 
The  Deaf  run  to  hear,  and  the  Blind  to  behold — 
And  the  Dead  rife  triumphant  around  ! 
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PROLOGUE 

T  O    T  H  E 

EARL      OF      ESSEX, 
A    TRAGEDY*. 

THIS  night,  to  yonr  free  cenfure,  areexpofcd 
Scenes,  now,  almoft  two  hundred  winters, 

clofed : 

Scenes,  yet,  that  ought  to  be  for  ever  near, 
To  Freedom  facred,  and  to  Virrue  dear  ! 

Deep  is  the  fpring,  whofe  ftream  this  night  we 

draw ; 

Its  fource  is  Truth — 'tis  Liberty  made  Law  : 
A  draught  divine  to  ev'ry  generous  bread ; 
The  cordial  of  the  Wretched —of  the  Bleft! 
The  juice,  by  which  the  flrength  of  fouls  is  fed; 
Without  whofe  aliment,  who  lives — is  dead. 

If  aught  is  honeft,  noble,  kind,  or  great, 
Which  yet  may  give  fome  Britim  hearts  to  beat ; 
If  aught  has  been  by  mighty  fathers  won, 
Which  yet  defcends  to  animate  a'fon  ; 
However  weak  the  warmth,  or  dim  the  beam, 
We  (hew  from  whence  the  diftant  glory  came  ; 
And  lead  you  backward,  by  the  kindred  ray, 
To  the  full  blaze  of  Britain's  brighteft  day — 
*  See  vol.  II.  p.  239. 

ELIZA- 
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ELIZABETH! — a  light  till  then  unknown, 
The  virgin  fun,  of  Truth's  meridian,  fhone, 
And  in    the  Subject's  Freedom  fix'd  a  Living 
Throne. 

Is  there,  to  whom  one  Privilege  is  fure, 
Who  holds  fair  Property,  as  yet,  fecure  ? — 
Is  there,  to  whom  Religion  (lands  endear'd, 
So  hardly  refcued,  fo  divinely  clear'd  ? — 
Is  there,  who  claims,  who  feels,  who  prizes  aught, 
For  which  the  Hero  bled,  the  Patriot  wrought  ? — 
ELIZABETH,  as  one  infpiring  foul, 
Reform'd,  connefted,  and  affirm'd  the  whole ; 
And  fent  the  bleflings  down,  thro'  ev'ry  reign, 
For  you  to  clafp,  to  cherifh,  and  retain  ! 

Like  Cynthia,  peerlefs  queen,  fupremely  crown'd, 
Her  guardian  conftellations  blazed  around — 
Selected  chiefs,  for  council,  as  for  fight ; 
Her  men  of  wifdom,  and  her  men  of  might; 
Whofe  acts,  iiluftrating  our  annals,  ftand 
The  grace,  the  good,  the  glory  of  the  land ! 
For  then  no  Courtly  Faction  ftood  confeil — 
Who  ferv'd  his  Country,  ferv'd  his  Queen  the  beft ! 

If  yet,  among  thofe  godlike  men  of  old, 
Some  taint  of  earth  lay  mingled  with  the  mould  ; 
On  human  frailty  if  misfortune  grew, 
And  fufferings,  fuch  as  all  who  read  mud  rue — 
Thro*  time  defcending  let  the  forrow  flow, 
And  you  who  mare  the  virtue,  ihare  the  woe  ! 
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PROLOGUE 

/ 
T  O    T  H  E 

EARL  OF  WESTMORLAND, 

A      TRAGEDY* 
PIARM'D  to   this  fpot,    concurring  to  this 


Wide  nations  clofe,  and  centuries  unite. 
Scenes  long  erafed,  pad  ages  rife  to  view, 
Realms  change  their  place,  and  Time  returns  — 
for  you  ! 

The  merchant  venturous  in  his  fearch  of  gain, 
Who  ploughs  the  winter  of  the  boift'rouS  main, 
From  various  climes  collects  a  various  ftore, 
And  lands  the  treafure  on  his  native  fhore. 
Our  merchant  yet  imports  no  golden  prize, 
What  wretches  covet,  and  what  you  delpife! 
A  different  ftore  his  richer  freight  imparts  — 
The  gem  of  virtue,  and  the  gold  of  hearts  ; 
The  Ibcial  fenfe,  the  feelings  of  mankind, 
And  the  large  treafure  of  a  godlike  mind  ! 

When  WESTMORLAND,    unhappy,   brave,  and 

great, 
Appears  conflicting  with  the  pow'rs  of  fate, 

*  See  vol.  III.  p.  93. 

Guilty 
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Guilty  yet  good,  dcferving  yet  forlorn, 
And  by  the  ftrife  of  warring  paffions  torn— 
Altho*  our  author  brings  the  diftant  woe, 
From  eyes  that  wept  a  thoufand  years  ago, 
He  claims  your  kindred  tears  for  the  diftreft, 
Nor  thinks  one  virtue  foreign  to  your  breaft ! 

But  when  the  bright  ROWENA  fhall  appear, 
Firft  of  her  fex — except  her  rivals  here— 
No  more  let  Man  aflert  his  lordly  claim, 
No  more  prefume  to  ftep  the  firft  for  fame  j 
But  to  the  Fair  their  native  rights  allow, 
Look  round,  and  with  becoming  homage  bow 
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ANOTHER 

PROLOGUE 

T  O    T  H  E 

EARL  OF  WESTMORLAND. 

THERE  was  a  time,  thefe  polifh'd  times  pre 
ceding, 

Ere  our  good  fires  of  Britain — knew  Fine  Breeding -f 
Ere  Honefty  was  elbow'd  from  the  nation, 
Or  Life's  Learn'd  Lie  entitled  "  Education." 

Bold  Nature,  then,  difdain'd  the  maflc  of  Art; 
Man,  on  his  open  afpcct,  wore  his  heart. 
Paffion,  then,  knew,  nor  cover,  nor  controul ; 
Each  action  fpoke  the  dictate  of  the  foul : 
Worth  claim'd  its  triumphs,  Guilt  confeft  its  (lings, 
And  Truth  was  known  at  Courts — and  told  to 
Kings ! 

Such  were  your  fires,  humanely,  nobly  rude ; 
And  fuch  the  good  old  times,  for  you  renew'd ! 

From  the  dill  regions  of  enduring  night, 
Our  author  calls  the  dead  to  life  and  light. 
He  bids  your  hearts  to  heave,  your  eyes  to  flow, 
O'er  griefs  that  pad  nine  hundred  years  ago : 
Bids  Truth  in  Perfon  tread  Hibernia's  ftage, 
And  Action  preach  her  fermon  to  the  age ; 
The  fermon  to  which  Nature  fets  her  feal — 
For  none  can  doubt  the  doctrine  that  they  feel. 

i  Sweet 
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Sweet  as  a  field  that  vernal  breezes  fan, 
Sweet  are  emotions  in  the  heart  of  man  ; 
Sweet  are  the  tears  of  worth,  the  ties  of  kiri, 
And  all  the  home-bred  charities  within  ! 

When  human  feelings  the  warm  bread  infpire, 
When  pity  foftens,  and  when  pafllons  fire ; 
Then  glows  the  Mint  of  Nature,  apt,  refined, 
And  Virtue  ftrikes  her  image  on  the  mind. 

If  the  diftinguifh'd  hero  of  this  night, 
Is  urged  to  leap  the  facred  mound  of  right  j 
If  wildly  toft  on  pafllon's  ftormy  wave, 
He  wrecks  the  country  he  was  born  to  fave ; 
Know  it  is  man's  to  err — and  let  that  move, 
To  pity  frailties  that  you  can't  approve. 

But  when  you  fee  ROWENA  greatly  foar, 
A  height  that  Virtue  never  dared  before  j 
A  fummit,  to  afpiring  man  unknown, 
And  firft,  and  laft,  atchiev'd  by  Her  alone  j 
Then  turn,  and  in  her  fex  the  Saint  revere — 
Then  bend,  with  reverence,  to  theChafte  and  Fair! 
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EPILOGUE 

TO    THE    PLAY    OF 

WHAT  WE  MUST  ALL  COME  TO. 

/ 

WHAT  all  muft  come  to  ! — what? — debate 
and  ftrifc ! 

Muft  all  wed  plague  and  broils — who  wed  a  wife  ? 
If  that's  the  fage  conclufion  of  our  poet, 
The  man's  a  fool — you  happy  Hulbands  know  it ! 

Your  Dames  are  form'd  upon  a  gentler  plan — 
To  footh  and  fmooth  the  rough  hewn  mafs  of  man  5 
To  bid  the  tumult  of  your  fouls  to  ceafe, 
And  fmile  your  warring  paflions  into  peace. 

Like  Rome's  famed  matrons,  fcorning  all  exaefs 
In  mafque  or  mummery,  in  dance  or  drefs, 
Your  Wives  are  bufied  in  the  nobler  cares 
Of  planting  their  own  virtues  in  your  heirs, 
And  fcarce  depart  their  houie — except  to  prayers! 

They  neither  take  nor  give  the  world  a  handle 
For  tittle-tattle,  gofiipping,  or  fcandal  •, 
And,  as  for  that  flrange  vice  of  gaming — lard  ! 
I  dare  be  fworn,  they  fcarce  can  tell  a  card. 

In  times  of  yore,  indeed,  when 'twas  the  fafhion, 
And  drums,  routs,   rackets,  cards,    the  favourite 

paftlon ; 

With  ev'ry  Hulband,  gambling  was  the  flame, 
And  even  their  precious  Spoufes — play'd  the  game. 
B  b  4  Plumb, 
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Plumb,   in  the  reigning  vice,  your  Statefmen 

jump; 

And  Factions,  in  rotation,  tnrn'd  up  trump : 
Honours,  on  all  hands,  they  agree  to  wave ; 
Some  play'd  the  fool,  who  meant  to  play  the  Knave, 
The  Vizier,  vers'd  in  all  the  gambling  trade, 
The  Court  againft  his  fimpler  Country  play'd  ; 
But,  dubious  of  the  pow'rs  that  might  withftand, 
He  wifely  kept  the  impending  King  in  hand — 
The  People  thought  the  advantage  fomewhat  hard ; 
But  deem'd  their  MAGNA  CHARTA  a  fure  card  ! 

Now,  heats,  and  betts,  all  terms  of  truce  confound  $ 
Craft,  perjury,  proftitution,  wait  around  j 
While,  high  o'er  head,  Aftrea's  beam,  behold, 
Weighing  light  confcience  againfl  pond'rous  gold. 
But  how  the  game  did  end,  or  may  end— why — 
Time,  if  it  chufe,  may  tell— in  footh,  not  I. 

Ye  FAIR,  intended,  by  the  powers  above, 
With  filken  chains,  to  bind  the  world  in  Love  ; 
On  whofe  foft  fway,  to  earth's  extrernefl  end, 
The  race,  the  brotherhood  of  man  depend  ! 
O,  never,  never  anfwer  rage  with  rage, 
But  fhun  the  tempeft  which  you  can't  afluage ; 
Your  Tyrants,  then,  fhall  fpend  their  wrath  in  vain, 
Return,  quite  tame,  and  reaiTume  their  chain  , 
So  fhall  Submiflion  win  deipotic  fway, 
And  the  World's  Lord  fhall  willingly  obey  ! 


E  P  I~ 


EPILOGUE 

O   N 

HUMBUGGING. 

OF  all  trades  and  arts  in  repute  or  pofiefiion, 
Humbugging  is  held  the  moft  ancient  pro- 

fefiion. 

*Twixt  nations,  and  parties,  and  (late  politicians, 
Prim  fhopkeepers,  jobbers,  fmooth  lawyers,  phy- 

ficians, 

Of  worth  and  of  wifdom  the  trial  and  teft 
Is — mark  ye,   my  friends  ! — who  mall  humbug 

the  beft. 
Our  neighbour  of  France,  with  his  prologue  fo 

kind, 

And  his  epilogue  fpoke  by  his  cannon  behind; 
Who,  in  banter  and  bully,   in  cringing  and  hug 
ging* 
Is  counted,  of  old,  the  great  Prince  of  Humbugging; 

For  once  Hands  amazed,  howfoe'er  it  was  hit  on, 
To  find  he's  humbugg'd  by  his  cullies  of  Britain. 
But  why,  honeft  friends,  fhould  we  ramble  and 

roam, 

To  look  for  Humbuggers,  fo  diftant  from  home  ? 
Poor  Ireland,  as  well  as  her  neighbours,  of  late 
Has  begun  to  remove  the  Fool's  Cap  from  her 

pate. 

Our  Hummers  in  ftate,  phyfic,  learnings  and  law, 
Do  not  all  fit,  as  chiefs,  in  the  court  of  NASSAU  : 

And 
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And,  once,  a  whole  houfe  of  Humbuggers  was 
feen 

In  a  place — let  me  think — ay — 'tis  call'd  College- 
green  ! 

Since  Galen,    in   flopping,    and  dofeing    and 

drugging, 

Gave  rules  for  the  Phyfical  Branch  of  Humbugging ; 
The  patient,  when  once  duly  drain'd  of  his  treafure, 
Is  welcome  to  die — or  recover- — at  leifure. 

'Tother  day,  in  the  Four  Courts — iweet  pow'rs  ! 

how  I  wonder'd 

To  fee,  of  my  friend  Harry  Lone,  a  whole  hundred  ! 
With  gowns,  bands,  and  faces  fo  fmooth,  and  fo 

fmug'd, 

And  the  world  crouding  in  to  be  furely  humbug'd! 
So  much  for  the  Lawyer  and  Doctor — what 

lacks  ? — 
The  Parfon,  you  think,  fhould  come  in  for  his 

fnacks. 

We  doubt  not  his  will — but,  in  thefe  learned  days, 
We  are  all  grown  too  knowing,  to  mind  what  he 

fays. 
But,  what  are  all  Hummers,  their  tricks  and 

their  arts, 
To   yon    rogueifh   round,    the  Humbuggers  of 

Hearts — 
By  whofe  fweet  enchantment,  Grey  Wifdom   is 

fool'd, 

And  Prowefs  is  conquer'd,  and  Courage  is  cooPd  ? 
For  BEAUTY,  by  ancient  tradition,  we  find, 
Has  delightfully  humm'd  thejwhole  race  of  man 
kind. 

To 


T  O    T  H  E 

MEMORY 

O   F 

Lieutenant  Colonel  HENRY  CLEMENTS. 

SHALL  boaftful  pomp,  the  high  imperial  name, 
Or  title,  only,  fwell  the  trump  of  Fame  ? 
To  equal  Worth  be  equal  Glory  due, 
And  wreaths  that  bloom'd  for  Clayton  bloom  for 
you  ! 

O,  once  endowed  with  ev'ry  pleafing  pow'r, 
To  che#r  the  fad,  or  charm  the  focial  hour ; 
To  fweeten  life  with  many  a  gentle  art, 
And  win  the  whole  dominion  of  the  heart ; 
I  deem'd,  far  other  than  the  fates  allow, 
The  laurels  bound  upon  your  living  brow, 
To  greet  my  friend  returning  from  his  toil, 
Graced  with  his  deeds,  and  laden  with  his  fpoiL 
Too  fond  of  what  the  martial  harvefts  yield, 
Alas,  too  forward  to  the  dangerous  field, 
As  one  of  old  renown  in  battle  tried, 
The  glory  of  the  dufty  plain  you  died ! 
The  tongues  of  Dettingen  your  triumph  tell, 
And  weeping Tournay points  whereCLEMENTS  fell. 

O,  in  fome  future  day  of  loud  alarms, 
"When  Virtue  and  my  Country  call  to  arms 

3  For 


For  Freedom — llruggling  nations  to  unbind, 
Andfnap  the  fceptres  that  would  bruife  mankind — 
At  fuch  an  hour,  in  fuch  a  caufe  as  thine, 
The  honoured  clofe  of  fuch  a  death  be  mine  ! 
Then  may  fome  kindred  Bard  appoint  my  grave, 
Snatch  forth  my  name  and  roll  it  with  the  brave ; 
Affign  my  pen  and  fword  the  wifh'd  applaufe, 
And  fay  that  both  were  drawn  in  VIRTUE'S  caufe! 
Then  drop  the  falutation  given  to  you— 
"  Companion,  Countryman,  and  Friend — adieu!" 


A   CHA- 


CHARACTER. 


WHEN,  o'er  the  canvas,  flows  the  matter's 
line, 

He  adds  no  name  to  mark  the  juft  defign ; 
The  portrait,  'midft  a  mingling  world,  is  known, 
And  Hands  admired,  diftinguilh'd,  and  alone ! 

Behold  him,  full  of  virtues  as  of  days, 
Laden  with  worth,  infirmities,  and  praife  ! 
Down  the  hoar  Sowings  of  his  filver'd  head, 
Wifdom  and  Time  their  equal  honours  (bed ; 
Truth  and  Benevolence,  with  equal  grace, 
Rife  from  his  bread,  and  lighten  in  his  face. 

His  languid  limbs  expect  the  peaceful  bier ; 
His  head  and  heart  flill  active,  free,  and  clear  ! 
On  his  own  frame,  though  dire  diftemper  preys, 
He's  borne  around,  to  give  all  others  eafe ; 
Before  his  healing  prefence  Life  refpires, 
And  Sicknefs,  with  his  rueful  train,  retires  ! 

Great 
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*  Great  LEACH  both  of  our  perfons  and  our 

flate! 

When  thou,  at  fome  fad  hour,  (halt  yield  to  fate— 
O  then,  adieu  Hibernia's  chiefeft  wealth  5 
Adieu  to  LIBERTY  !  adieu  to  HEALTH  ! 

*  Dr.  LUCAS,  member  of  parliament  for  Dublin. 


TO 


T    O 

MR.     B 

O    N 

Advertifmg  his  "  TREATISE  on   the  IN- 
"  TERESTS  of  IRELAND." 

I. 

SAY,  B ,  what  daemon  has  pofiefs'd 
A  brain,  that  better  fhould  difcern, 
Than  thus  to  chufe  a  theme,  confefs'd 
No  creature's  ftudy,  or  concern  ? 

II. 

Hadft  thou  but  writ  of  Mat  the  Miller, 

Or  frolicks  of  the  Fairy-tribe, 
Or,  even,  of  JOHN  THE  GIANT  KILLER  ; 

There's  not  a  foul  but  would  fubfcribe. 

III. 

But,  here,  though  from  a  Seraph's  wing 
Thy  manna-dropping  quill  were  fhed  j 

MORPHEUS  his  leaden  mace  fhall  bring, 
Or  ere  the  fecond  page  be  read. 

THE 


THE 

PATRIOTISM  OF  IRELAND, 

A   N 

HISTORICAL    BALLAD. 

To  the  TUNE  of  "  Ye  Commons  and  Peers.^ 

I. 

IN  the  year,  do  you  fee, 
Of  fifty  and  three, 
A  year  of  facetious  renown  5 
A  conjurer  came, 

Old  R r  by  name, 

For  the  paftime  of  country  and  town ! 

II. 

At  once  to  furprize 
And  cozen  our  eyes, 

He  fhew'd  us  of  Courtiers  ten  brace ; 
All  Courtiers,  as  true 
To  the  Minifter's  Cue, 

As  ever  took  Penfion  or  Place  ! 

i  III.  But 
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III. 

But  R— — r,   anon, 
Cries,  "  Pafs  and  be  gone  !" 

The  coaft  ic  is  inftantly  clear; 
And  ftraight,  in  the  place 
Of  Proftitutes  bafe, 

Ten  Brace  of  good  Patriots  appear ! 

IV. 

The  rabble   and  rout 
Clap,  caper,  and  fhout; 

The  multitude  fee  and  believe  : 
They  hail,  with  acclaim, 
Each  Patriot  Name! 

But  the  Knowing-ones  laugh  in  their  fleevc. 

V. 

For  R r,  once  more 

Our  wits  to  reftore, 

Repeats  his  charm  backwards—- and  then, 
On  this  Patriot-Hoft, 
He  throws  POWDER  OF  POST, 

And  he  Ihews  them  all  RASCALS,  again ! 


VOL.  IV.  C  c  THE 


THE 

QUESTION. 

INSCRIBED   TO 

LADY   CAROLINE  RUSSELL. 

I. 

FROM  our  frail  fire,  who  firft  knew  fin, 
Thro*  every  ftage  of  age  and  youth, 
The  World's  GRAND  QUESTION  ftill  hath  been, 

'•* 

"  Whence  is  BEAUTY,  what  is  TRUTH  ?" 

IL 

This  to  refolve,  or  to  inquire, 

Employed  The  Learn'd  of  every  age ; 

Alike  perplex'd  the  Son  and  Sire, 
The  Dull,  the  Subtle,  and  the  Sage. 

III. 

At  length,  impatient  of  delay, 

The  World  agreed  no  more  to  wait  j 

But  caft  difputed  TRUTH  away, 
As  well  from  Pradlice,  as  Debate. 

IV.  Then 
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IV. 

Then  BEAUTY,  on  unrivalPd  ground, 

Sole  caufe  of  conteft,  ftood  alone ; 
And  every  Knight  hath  form'd,  or  found, 

A  favourite  PRINCESS  of  his  own. 

V. 

I 
To  Magic  Numbers,  one  confines 

The  Caftle,  where  The  CHARMER  dwells ; 
And  one,  to  Correfponding  Lines 
Of  Angles,  Cubes,  and  Parallels. 

VI. 

By  founds  of  foft  attraction  led, 

HER  POWER  the  Man  of  Mufic  feels : 

The  Scholar  dreams  SHE'S  in  his  Head ; 
The  Dancer  fwears  SHE'S  in  his  Heels. 

VII. 

In  Pleafure  fome,  and  fome  in  State, 

Their  *  cloud-compofed  ENCHANTRESS  fpy; 

And,  from  Ambition's, to wery  height, 
SHE  catches  many  a  wifhful  eye. 

Ixion  was  enamoured  of  a  cloud  that  reprcfcntcd  Juno. 
C  c  2  VIII.  In 
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VIII. 

In  Symmetry,  Difcerncrs  view 

A  Glance  of  BEAUTY'S  REAL  QUEENS 
And  nearer,  by  a  Chofen  Few, 

The  SENTIMENTAL  FAIR  is  feen. 

IX. 

But  each,  like  Knights  of  old  emprize, 
(Whatever  his  prefent  flame)  requires, 

That  All  ftiould  find  conforming  eyes, 
And  join  to  bow— where  he  admires. 

X. 

To  fix  this  Fire  of  wandering  Love, 
SUPERNAL  POWER  refolv'd  to  fhew, 

That  what  was  TRUTH  in  Heaven  above, 
Alone  made  BEAUTY  here  below. 

XL 

For  this,  HE  purpofed  to  condenfe 
What  Angels  felt  of  Good  or  Bright, 

With  SENTIMENT  to  ftrike  the  Senfe, 
And  give  the  CHARM  OF  SOUL  to  Sight 


XII.  At 


THE    (QUESTION, 

XII. 

At  length  THE  PLASTIC  POWER  defcends 
With  Heaven's  Seleft  Ingredients  fraught 

To  earth  his  beamy  flight  HE  bends, 
And  into  Subftance  features  Thought. 

XIII. 

From  Zembla's  frozen  clime,  HE  chofc 

A  quantity  of  Virgin-air, 
For  Lucid  Organs,  to  compofe 

The  Moving  Fabric  of  his  FAIR, 

XIV. 

With  this  HE  blends  the  Portion  due, 
Nine  Solar  Rays  of  Morning  Light, 

To  give  a  Blufh  of  chafteft  hue, 
As  deep  and  warm,  as  pure  and  bright. 

XV. 

From  Hybla's  fweets,  that  breathe  in  fame, 
He  prefs'd  the  Prime  of  Bloom  and  Bud  ; 

And,  through  the  foft  tranfparent  frame, 
HE  pour'd  The  Aromatic  Flood. 


C  c  3  XVI.  Sphered 
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XVI. 

Sphered  in  the  Center,  as  a  Sun, 

Within  HE  hung  The  Cordial  Freight, 

Which  from  ETERNAL  TRUTH  HE  won, 
And  bid  THE  EMBOSOM'D  HEAVEN  to  beat. 

XVII. 
From  Number,  Mufic,  Sillers  twin, 

He  caught  the  Magic  of  the  Face ; 
And,  from  the  Sentiment  within, 

HE  pictured  Motion,  Mien,  and  Grace. 

XVIIL 

Thus  folding,  in  One  Radiant  Frame, 
Each  Beauty  Humanely-Divine, 

HE  gave  His  SYSTEM  up  to  Fame, 
And  Mortals  call  her— CAROLINE  ! 


' 


THE 


FOX-CHASE. 


EC   2 


THE 


FOX-CHASE. 


"T7OUNG  MARCUS  with  the  lark  falutes  the 
JL  morn — 

cc  Saddle  your  horfes  5  huntfman,  wind  your  horn." 
We  ftart,  we  rife  at  the  enlivening  found — 
The  woods  all  ring — and  wind  the  horn  around  : 
We  fnatch  a  fhort  repaft  within  the  hall ; 
cc  To  horfe  !  To  horfe !"— We  ifTue  at  the  call. 

As  when,  to  rid  his  country  from  alarms 
Of  Ruffian  inroads,  and  of  Gallic  arms, 
Great  PRUSSIA  bids  the  patriot  trump  to  blow, 
The  free-born  gather,  and  around  him  glow : 
So,  at  the  call  of  MARCUS — grateful  found — 
Men,  fteeds,  and  dogs,  tumultuous  pour  around. 

The  youth  upon  their  courfers  vault  with  grace  $ 
The  courfers  neigh,  impatient  for  the  chafe  : 
Their  ftiort  and  eager  fteps  the  bit  reftrains; 
They  paw  and  pant,  reludlant  to  the  reins. 

E  e  3  Unfolding 
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Unfolding  gates  a  fpacious  pafiage  yield- 
Forward  we  move,  and  iffue  to  the  field. 

Far  within  cover  thoughtlefs  Reynard  lay, 
And  flept  the  riots  of  the  night  away. 
Late,  from  the  ravage  of  a  neighbouring  farm, 
He  had  withdrawn,  impenitent  of  harm  ; 
The  tainted  gales  his  felon  fteps  purfue, 
And  tell  his  travels  to  the  confcious  dew. 
But  he,  whom  many  a  Tcape  had  rendered  fure, 
For  flights  and  wiles  unrivall'd,  flept  fecure, 
In  unfufpedling  fpirits  blithe  &nd  bland, 
Nor  dreams  the  dreadful  reck'nin    is  at  hand. 


whom  for  fagacious  nofe  we  hail 
The  Chief,  firft  touch'd  the  fcarce-diftinguifli'd 

gale; 

His  tongue  was  doubtful,  and  no  hound  replies  : 
"  Haux!  —  Wind  him!  —  Haux  !"  —  the  tuneful 

huntfman  cries. 

At  once  the  lift'ning  pack  afunder  fpread, 
With  .tail  erect,  and  with  inquiring  head  : 
With  bufy  noftrils  they  foretafte  their  prey, 
And  fnuff  the  lawn-impearling  dews  away. 

Now  here,  now  there,  they  chop  upon  the  fcent, 
Their  tongues  in  undulating  sether  fpent  : 
More  joyous  now,  and  louder  by  degrees, 
Warm,  and  more  warm,  they  catch  the  coming 
breeze. 

Now 


THE   FOX-CHASE.        419 

Now  with  full  fymphony  they  jointly  hail 
The  welcome  tidings  of  a  furer  gale  ; 
Along  the  vale  they  pour  the  fwelling  note ; 
Their  ears  and  dewlaps  on  the  morning  float. 

How  vainly  Art  afpires>  by  rival  founds, 
To  match  the  native  melody  of  Hounds ! 
Not  eunuchs  warbling  in  the  vocal  choir, 
Tho'  join'd  by  pipe  and  ftring,  fuch  blifs  infpire, 
When  with  joint  fenfe  they  quaff  the  tainted  gale, 
And  in  full  concert  ring  their  morning  peal : 
The  lift'ning  planets  from  their  orbits  bend, 
And  the  ftill  elements  with  joy  attend. 

Again  the  doubtful  fcent  our  hope  defeats : 
tc  To  cover^ — hark!" — -the  huntfman's  voice  re 
peats. 

Wide  on  the  left  a  neighbouring  copfe  was  fpread, 
And  thither  the  obfequious  pack  he  led. 
But  more  aloof  the  parting  fportfmen  fcout, 
Watch  every  path,  and  fkirt  the  wood  about. 
The  huntfman  now,  with  expectation  flufh, 
<c  Haux,  Fox!"  he  cries,  and  ftrikes  the  hope 
ful  bu(h : 

To  cover  (trait  the  fpreading  hounds  now  take, 
Snuff  every  tuft,  and  fpy  in  every  brake. 
Again  the  breeze  betrays  the  tainted  ground,    1 
And  Lovely  tells  the  gladfome  tidings  round  j    I 
S(  Hark  I — Lovely  ! — hark  !"— deep    echoing  t 
glens  refound.  J 

E  e  4  Ah, 
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Ah,  haplefs  foxes  !  ever  blind  to  fate  ! 
Without  a  caufe  dejefted  and  elate. 
Darkling  ye  walk,  unconfcious  of  your  end, 
Nor  mark  the  gathering  mifchiefs  that  impend ! 
The  fhrewd  and  fimple  fhare  an,  equal  lot — 
In  death  the  wizard  finds  himfelf  a  fot. 

That  lucklefs  morn,  when  firft  along  the  glade 
The  tell-tale  dews  his  nightly  fteps  betray'd, 
Wrap'd  in  foft  flumbers  Reynard  prefs'd  his  bed, 
And  there  on  vifionary  poultry  fed. 
He  dream'd,  as  by  a  neighbouring  grange  he 

crept, 
Couch'd  while  he  mov'd,   and   linger'd   as  he 

flept, 

Two  virgin  pullets  fix'd  his  fide  regard, 
Plump  from  the  founding  barn  and  pamp'ring 

yard: 

Near,  and  more  near,  he  deals  with  winking  eyes, 
Then  fprings  at  once,  and  feizes  on  his  prize. 
Loud  piercing  fcreams  th'  affrighted  welkin  fill, 
And  down  his  jaws  the  lufcious  dreams  diftil. 

Ev'n  in  this  rapturous  moment,  while  his  tafte 
Gorged  the  full  riot  of  a  fancied  feaft, 
'Lovely's  near  note,  far  echoing,  pierc'd  his  cars — 
He  wakes,  and  inward  fhrinks  to  fhun  his  fears. 
Upward  he  Marts — erects  his  ears — and  then 
Hears  the  loud  <f  Hark!" — and  down  he  finks 
again. 

Trembling 
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Trembling  he  drives  to  re-allure  his  heart 
With  a  frefh  promife  of  long  profpering  art ; 
Then  with  fly  caution,  crouching  as  he  rofe, 
From  his  warm  kennel's  ancient  feat  he  goes; 
The  feat  to  which  he  fhall  return  no  more, 
Now  with  chill  mofs   and  dropping   branches 
hoar. 

Thro'   frizzled   thickets,    and   thro'  yielding 

fprays, 
He  thwarts  eac?h   path,  and  treads  a  puzzling 

maze. 

So  fteer'd,  fome  devious  veflel  fhifts  her  fail, 
And,  veering,  gains  upon  the  adverfe  gale. 

Now,  from  the  manfion  of  his  late  repofe 
Rank  fleams  and  reeking  exhalations  rofe ; 
The  tepid  vapours  are  diffus'd  around, 
And  reach  the  nerves  of  each  inquiring  hound  : 
"With  anfwering  notes,  their  heads  tow'rds  Heav'n 

they  caft, 
And  in  full  concert  hail  the  rich  repaft. 

The  fculking  caitiff,  who  beneath  the  fpread 
Of  fav'ring  umbrage  veil'd  his  lucklefs  head, 
Clofe  at  his  ear  believes  the  diftant  peals, 
And  a  whole  hoft  of  daemons  at  his  heels. 
His  inftant  terrors  caft  all  wiles  away, 
He  breaks  from  cover,  and  demands  the  day: 

O'er 
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O'er  the  fair  field  he  flies  his  num'rous  foes, 
And  down  the  wind,  as  fwift  as  wind  he  goes. 

A  watchful  Fcout  his  bold  elopement  fpies— 
<c  Ho  ! — tally-ho  !" — triumphantly  he  cries. 
His  rafh  alarm  the  gen'rous  MARCUS  blames — » 
"  Law! — give   him   law!" — as  loudly   he  ex 
claims. 

The  diftant  fportfmen  gather  at  the  fhout, 
As  bees  they  buzz  and  'clofe  their  chief  about  $ 
The  fervid  youth  attending  crowd  the  plain, 
And  bind  the  crefted  courfers  to  the  rein. 

The  choiring  hounds,  with  deep  harmonious 

throats, 
Fill  the  charm'd  wood,  and  fwell  the  doubling 

notes  ; 

Sweeter  than  thofe  of  that  enchanting  {train 
That  ftiird  the  furge  on  the  Trinacrian  main, 
When  to  the  mail,  the  Grecian,  wifely  bound, 
Scarce  dar'd  the  tempting  magic  of  the  found* 

The  dogs  a  traversed  labyrinth  unwind, 
Subtler  than  that  which  Daedalus  defign'd- 
By  flow  degrees  the  doubling  wile  is  won, 
Trac'd  through  the  fhade,  and  pufh'd  into  the 

fun* 

There  the  broad  airs  a  livelier  fcent  affume, 
And  greet  their  fenfes  with  a  full  perfume. 

3  Then, 
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Then,  as  a  (haft  from  the  withholding  thong, 
They  Ihoot  away,  and  pour  the  plains  along. 

No  more  the  youth  their  eager  fteeds  reftrain ; 

Ardent  they  ftart,  and  loofe  the  granted  rein  : 

The  fteeds  fpring  forth,  and  from  the  rein  un 
bound, 

Devour  the  lefTening  diftance  of  the  ground  ; 

They  ftretch  and  ftrain  each  nerve  and  active 
limb, 

Sweep  down  the  Hopes,  and  o'er  the  levels  fkim. 

Their  force  a  generous  emulation  fires ; 

Beneath  our  fpeed  the  fleeting  earth  retires. 

In  a  glad  frenzy  we  attempt  the  iky  j 

Nor  feem  to  run,  or  ride,  but  mount  and  fly  ! 

Now  lightly  o'er  oppofing  walls  we  bound, 
Clear  the  broad  trench  and  top  the  rifing  mound: 
No  flop,  no  time  for  refpite  or  recefs  -, 
On,  and  ftill  on,  fox,  dogs,  and  horfes  prefs. 

The  hounds  outbreath'd  from  their  late  tune 
ful  throat, 

Now  break — half  fhort — the  difappointed  note. 
Now  o'er  the  fmoaking  vale  each  gen'rous  fteed 
Relaxes  from  the  fervour  of  his  fpeed : 
Pulh'd  up  the  bray,  indignantly  they  feel 
The  clanking  lafh  and  the  retorted  fteel ; 

Thea 
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Then  down  the  fteep  with  quickening  rapture 

g°> 
And  ftretch  and  fweat  upon  the  plain  below. 

Athwart  one  way  a  tumbling  flream  was  laid 
That  to  the  lake  its  daily  tribute  paid  : 
Here  the  firft  ftop  our  rapid  courfe  delays, 
And  with  a  grateful  interruption  flays. 
Upon  the  bank,  in  watchful  filence  flill, 
We  breathe  the  rifmg  frefhnefs  of  the  rill ; 
We  pant — we  drop  our  languid  limbs — and  all, 
Like  fainting  Cepbalus,  on  Aura  call. 
Dark  as  a  mift  that  to  the  diflant  view 
Caps  the  brown  mountains  with  a  murky  blue ; 
So  from  our  fleeds  the  thickening  vapours  rife, 
Enfold  tl\eir  riders  and  obfcure  the  Ikies. 
The  glowing  dogs,  forgetful  of  their  foe, 
Full  on  the  ftream  their  headlong  bodies  throw, 
Like  iron  on  the  whizzing  fmithy  flung, 
And   lap,  and   pant,  and   loll   the   lengthening 
tongue. 

Now,  from  the  weft,  a  livelier  gale  upfprings, 
And   with    new    nerves    each    lifllefs    member 

firings. 

In  terms.ftill  varying  their  harmonious  founds, 
The   fruntfman   calls,    and   chears   his   circling 
hounds. 

Now 
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Now  up,  now  down,  now  'crofs  the  ftream  he 

beats — 
fe  Haux ! — wind  him  ! — haux  ! — Fox,  find  him!" 

he  repeats. 

Now  round  and  round  a  fruitlefs  fearch  he  plies, 
And  now  a  tour  of  wider  circuit  tries. 
But  no  intelligence  rewards  his  care ; 
No  note  confefs'd  the  fox  was  ever  there— 
As  though  fome  opening  gulph  had  gorg'd  our 

prey, 
Or  fudden  power  had  fnatch'd  him  quite  away. 

But  Reynard,  hotly  pufti'd,  and  clofe  purfu'd, 
Yet  fruitful  in  expedients  to  elude, 
When  to  the  bourn's  refrefhing  bank  he  came, 
Had  plung'd,  all  reeking,  in  the  friendly  ftream. 
The  folding  waves  his  failing  pow'rs  reftore, 
And  clofe  the  gates  of  every  fuming  pore. 
Then  down  the  channel,  over  flats  and  fteeps, 
He  fteals,    and    trots—or  wades,   or  fwims,  or 

creeps; 

Till,  where  the  pebbled  fhores  the  furges  break, 
He  quits  his  feet,  and  launches  on  the  lake. 

As  when  fome  coafting  Ikiff,    with   fhatter'd 

geers, 

A  cautious  courfe  'twixt  land  and  ocean  fleers, 

Fearful 
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Fearful  alike  on  either  dang'rous  hand 
To  truft  the  boift'rous  fea  or  faithlefs  land  : 
Poflefs'd  of  equal  fears  and  equal  lore, 
So  Reynard  coafts  aloof,  and  fhuns  the  (hore, 
Left  the  uncover'd  odour  (hould  exhale, 
And  tell  fure  tidings  to  the  trait'rous  gale. 

Not  diftant  far,  upon  the  beach  there  ftood 
The  hoary  growth  of  a  majeftic  wood, 
Whofe  age  of  oak  and  intervening  yew 
Not  the  great-grandfires  of  the  living  knew  : 
The  flooring,  deep  beneath  the  diftant  (hade, 
With  thorn  and  frizzling  brufh  was  thick  inlaid, 
While  clamouring  rooks,  fcarce  heard  above  our 

head, 
Amid  the  cloud- commingling  branches  bred. 

Here  Reynard  lands,  all  dripping  from  the  lake, 
And  feeks  the  (belter  of  his  wonted  brake. 
Arriv'd,  he  fhakes,   and  rolls,   and  turns  him 

round  j 

Then  entering,  finks  o'ertoil'd  upon  the  ground: 
Stretch'd  at  full  length,  fecure  of  care  he  lies, 
And  inftant  (lumbers  feal  his  willing  eyes. 

The  chop-fairri  hounds  meantime  are  heard 

no  more, 
But  filent  range  along  the  winding  (hore. 

Hopelefs 
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Hopelefs  alike  the  hunters  lag  behind, 
And  give  all  thoughts  of  Reynard  to  the  wind- 
All,  fave  one  wily  rival  of  his  art. 
Who  vows  unpitying  vengeance  e'er  they  part. 
Along  the  coaft  his  watchful  courfe  he  bent, 
Careful  to  catch  and  wind  the  thwarting  fcent; 
And  lad,  to  make  his  boaftful  promife  good, 
Enter'd  the  precincts  of  the  fatal  wood. 

There,  thro'  the  gloom,  he  leads  one  hopelefs 

train, 

And  cheers  the  long  defponding  pack  in  vain; 
Till  Ringwood  firft  the  faint  effluvia  caught, 
And  with  loud  tongue  reforrr/d  their  old  default. 

Rous'd  at  the  fwell  of  that  reviving  found, 
Our  hopes  rekindle,  and  our  hearts  rebound  ! 
Eager  we  fpread  thro'  furze  and  mingling  brufh, 
And  lafti  the  woof  of  each  afflicted  bufh  $ 
While  here  and  there  the  bufy  dogs  reveal 
The  languid  tidings  of  the  dubious  gale. 

Meanwhile  the  fox,  unconfcious  of  the  chafe, 
Repair'd  his  late  fatigues,  and  flept  in  peace; 
Nor  mark'd  the  cry  of  many  a  hoftile  tongue 
That  through  the  copious  foreil  loudly  rung, 
Till  a  bold  youth  approach'd  his  thoughtlefs  bed, 
And  (truck  the  bower  that  trembl'd  o'er  his  head. 


As 
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As  when  amaz'd  upftarted  Manoah's  heir, 
Shorn  of  his  ftrength  and  his  enchanted  hair, 
While  his  peal'd  ears  received  the  hoftile  found 
Of  fhouting  foes  that  girt  his  couch  around  j 
So  Reynard  wakes  with  fudden  horrors  chill, 
Scant  of  his  force,  and  fhorten'd  of  his  (kill. 
Bold  thro*  defpair,  he  breaks  at  once  away, 
Bounds  thro*  the  brufh,  and  rufhes  into  day ! 
The  fields,  the  fhores,  the  hills,   each  wood  re- 
founds 

With  echoing  hunters,  and  with  op'ning  hounds: 
Rocks,  waters,  undulating  air,  and  fky, 
Become  one  peal,  and  propagate  the  cry. 
From  the  firm  land,  and  from  the  trembling  lake, 
Full  on  our  eaqj  the  tuneful  thunders  break, 
Roll  o'er  the  waves,  and  ftrike  the  diftant  coaft, 
And  far  beyond,  'mid  heav'n-top'd  hills,  are  loft. 

Again  we  dart,  we  bound,  we  dretch  amain, 
O'er  the  brown  heath  and  o'er  the  bright  cham 
paign  : 

Again  o'er  gates  we  fly,  throMiedges  rufh, 
Thro'  moorlands  labour,  and  thro'  thickets  pufh, 
Intenfe  again  our  gath'ring  fervour  grows — 
Again  the  courfers  fmoak— the  rider  glows : 
Didinguifh'd  deeds  their  fellow  deeds  outwind, 
And  leave  their  late  aflbciates  far  behind -, 

While 


THE   FOX-CHASE.        429 

While  laggard  hounds,  that  form  a  lengthen'd 

train, 
Run,  hoarfe,  and  mute,   and  panting,  o'er  the 

plain. 

O'erbreath'd  we  come  where,  'twixt  impending 

hills, 

Ran  the  joint  current  of  two  gurgling  rills; 
On  either  hand,  adown  each  fearful  fteep, 
Hung  forth  the  ftiaggy  horrors,  dark  and  deep: 
Here,  thro'   brown  umbrage,  glow'd  the  vivid 

green, 

And  headlong  flopes,  and  winding  paths  between; 
Growth  above  many  a  growth,  tall  trees  arofe, 
The  tops  of  thefe  fcarce  veil'd  the  roots  of  thofe; 
A  winding  court  where  wandering  fancy  walk'd 
And  to  herfelf  refponfive  Echo  talk'd. 

Here,  ftay'd  again,  we  hail  the  kind  delay, 
And  down  the  fhadowy  paths  delighted  ftray; 
The  gathering  pack  unite,  and  enter  in, 
Then  fpread,  and  pierce  the  darknefs  of  the  glen. 
Now  here,  now  there,  now  fole,  and  now  com- 

biri'd, 

They  catch  the  wand'ring  odour  from  the  wind; 
Thro'  many  a  traverfe  many-twirling  maze, 
And  all  the  wond'rous  wifdom  of  his  ways, 
The  Fox  they  trace,  unravTmg  as  they  go, 
Difcreetly  fure,  and  mufically  flow; 

VOL.  IV.  F  f  Now 
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Now  in  joint  harmony  they  pour  their  notes, 
And  Echo  anfwers  from  ten  thoufand  throats. 
From  hill  to  hill,  with  replicated  founds, 
The  peal  rolls  down  the  glen,  and  full  rebounds, 
Packs  beyond  packs  feem  fweetly  to  reply, 
And  waft  to  diftant  climes  the  leflening  cry. 

At  length,  from  path  to  path,  and  glade  to 

glade, 

'Midft  woven  thickets  and  impending  fhade, 
Thro'  the  deep  wildernefs  their  way  they  won, 
And  reach'd  the  fhelve  that  open'd  to  the  fun  : 
Then  up  the  flope  they  fpeed  them,  fwift  as  wind, 
As  fwift  the  hunters  prefs,  and  fhout  behind. 

But  now  no  more  our  courfers  pull  the  rein 
O'er  the  firm  greenfward,  or  expanded  plain, 
Thro'  rude  and  craggy  grounds,  thro'  miry  clay, 
We  urge  with  peril  our  o'erlabour'd  way. 
Caft,  here  and  there,  along  the  dangerous  courfe, 
Lies  fpread  the  rider,  and  the  floundering  horfe$ 
But  onward  dill  the  foremoft  prefs,  nor  mind 
To  afk  for  lucklefs  friends  that  limp  behind. 
At  lad  the  bottom  of  a  mount  we  reach'd, 
Whofe  top  from  fea  to  fea  its  profpect  ftretch'd, 
And  feem'd  a  look  of  (lately  fcorn  to  throw 
On  the  proud  works  of  little  men  below. 

With  half  a  pack,  and  fcarcely  half  a  train, 
We  dare  all  dangers,  and  all  toil  difdain  j 

The 
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The  dogs  near  faint,  yet  dill  on  (laughter  bent, 
With  tongues  abrupt  avow  the  burning  fcent  -3 
The  pendant  cliffs  audacioufly  efifay, 
And  trot,  or  crawl,  or  climb  their  defperate  way. 
While,  flanting,  we  avoid  the  headlong  deep, 
Yet  bend,  prefs  on,  and  labour  up  the  fteep. 

Where  the  brow  beetling  from  the  mountain 

fprung 

With  ftunted  thorn  and  fhaggy  rocks  o'erhung, 
Beneath  whofe  bafe  a  fanded  bench,  with  fhade 
Of  furze  and  tangling  thicket  was  overlaid, 
Reynard  his  palace  kept,  his  regal  feat, 
His  fort  of  fure  refource  and  laft  retreat ; 
The  reft  were  but  the  manfions  of  a  night, 
For  cafual  refpite,  or  for  frefh  delight. 

Here  a  Vulcanian  Cacus  erft  was  faid 
To  hale  the  carcafes  whofe  blood  he  ftied  j 
Or  as  in  rolls  of  old  romance  we  read 
Of  ravening  giants,  an  enormous  breed, 
With  grizly    bones    who  hung    their   fpacious 

bower, 

Dire  trophies  of  their  cruelty  and  power : 
So  bones  and  blood  did  Reynard's  hall  diftain, 
And  whitening  fkeletons  confefs'd  the  (lain ; 
Hens,  leverets,  lambs, — fad  trophies  of  his  art, 
His  raging  appetite  and  ruthlefs  heart. 

Ff  2  To 
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To  this  dread  fort,  with  many  a  hard  efTay, 
We  win  with  peril  our  o'er-labour'd  way; 
At  length  our  journey,  not  our  work  is  done, 
The  way  indeed,  but  not  the  fort  is  won. 

Here  had  the  felon  earth'dj — with   many   a 

hound 

And  many  a  horfe  we  gird  his  hold  around: 
The  hounds  Tore  heaven  their  accufation  fpread, 
And  cry  for  juflice  on  his  caitiff  head. 

Meanwhile,  with  cutlafTes,  we  clear  each  bufh 
Of  platted  black-thorn,  and  of  (lubborn  brufh, 
Remove  the  covert  of  befriending  night, 
And  on  the  cavern's  entrance  pour  the  light. — 
Aghaft,  and  trembling  in  the  burft  of  day, 
With  haggard  eyes  the  fhrinking  favage  lay; 
In  vain  he  glares  his  defperate  glance  around, 
No  fcape — no  ftratagem — no  hope  is  found ! 
He  dies ! — he  dies  !  the  echoing  hills  reply, 
And  the  loud  triumph  rends  the  vaulted  fky. 
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IT  comes  ;  the  wifh'd,  the  long  expedted  morn — 
"  Thou  SON  OF   MAN,  thou  SON  OF  GOD, 

be  born!" 

Lo,  He  defcends,  and  bows  the  yielding  fkies  9 
To  meet  Him,  the  exulting  valleys  rife : 
Death  (brinks  and  trembles,  fearing  to  be  flain  ; 
And  all  Hell  quakes  throughout  its  deep  domain. 

Yet  comes  He  not,  array'd  in  worldly  fhow, 
Nor  in  the  weaknefs  of  man's  power  below  : 
In  human  flefh,  his  GODHEAD  He  conceals; 
In  human  form,  IMMENSITY  HE  veils ; 
Eternal,  He  affumes  a  mortal  frame ; 
And,  in  fubjeftion,  lo,  the  world's  SUPREME! 


Tis 
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*Tis  come ;  the  day  of  health,  the  faving  morn~ 
THE  SON  OF  GOD,  THE  BABE  OF  LOVE  is  born! 
Behold,  All  Heaven  defcends  upon  the  wing, 
And  choiring  angels  "  Glory,  glory!"  fing; 
"  Glory   to   GOD,   from  Whom  fuch  bounties 

flow  I 

"  AndPeace  on  earth,  Good-will  to  man  below  !'* 
/ 

**  Tidings  we  bring,  glad  tidings  of  Free  Grace, 
«'  Tidings  of  Joy  to  All  of  human  race  ! 
"  The  promifed  day  is  come,  the  great  event— 
"  To  you  A  Child  is  born,  A  Son  is  fent ; 
<c  A  Saviour,  CHRIST,  The  Lowly,  The  Supreme, 
cc  Gracious  to  pardon,  mighty  to  redeem  I 
"  Within  his  hand  the  nations  (hall  be  weigh'd, 
"  The  world  upon  his  infant-fhoulder  laid. 
"  His  name  is  WONDERFUL;  He  fhall  be  ftiled 
"  THE  GOD  OF  POWER,  the  All-embracing  Child  ; 
"  The  imbofom'd  fun,  whofe  Inward  Beam  imparts 
"  Wifdom  to  fouls,  THE  COUNSELLOR  of  hearts, 
M  Whofe  days  nof  know  commencement  nor  en- 

creafe ; 

**  THE  EVERLASTING  FATHER,  PRINCE  OF  PEACE  J 
"  Your  SAVING  GOD,  in  Bcthliehem,  ye  fhall  find, 
"  Swathed  in  a  crib>  on  humbling  draw  reclined  •, 

"  He, 
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c<  He,  who  all  things  unites  and  comprehends, 
u  To  ftable  with  his  lowliefl  brutes  defcends. 
"  Your  fongs,  your  fongs,  ye  Morning  Stars  em 
ploy  ; 
**  And,  all  ye  Sons  of  Glory,  fhout  for  joy  1" 

Approaching  Seraphim  The  Babe  furround, 
And*  with  adoring  reverence,   bow  profound  5 
Amazed  to  fee  their  INFINITE  confined, 
THE  ANCIENT  OF  ALL  DAYS  in  infancy  infhrined* 
With  wondering  eye,  they  pierce  his  filmy  fkin 
And  lucid  flefh,  when,  lo,  A  Heaven  within, 
Wide  as  the  round  where  yonder  planets  roll, 
Though  ftretch'd  to  infinite  from  either  pole ; 
LOVE,  to  whofe  depth  no  meafure  can  defcend  $ 
And  Blifs,  encircling  blefllngs,  without  end. 

See  the  dear,  little,  helplefs^  mighty  Hands* 
So  meekly  yielded  to  maternal  bands  ! 
*Tis  theirs  the  powers*  of  darknefs  to  repel, 
To  crufh  the  pride  of  earth,  and  wrath  of  hell  j 
To  lift  the  fallen,  to  prop  the  feeble  knee, 
To  fet  the  prifoners  of  his  Ifrael  free  ; 
To  burft  the  iron  gates  of  fin  and  pain, 
To  number  time  and  death  among  the  flain  5 

VOL.  L  C  c  Captive 
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Captive  to  lead  captivity  on  high, 

Follow'd  by  blood-bought  myriads  through  the 

fky; 

His  Kingdom  in  Eternal  Peace  to  found, 
And  beam  forth  blefllngs  without  end  or  bound. 

Ye  fophifts,  who,  with  fcientific  lore, 
Nature's  reclufe  arcana  would  explore  5 
Who,  in  your  dreams  of  fancy,  mould  and  wield 
The  mazy  worlds  of  yon  empyreal  field, 
And  boaft  to  have  retraced,  by  reafon's  force, 
The  unmeafured  chain  of  fequels  to  their  fource  5 
Come  forward  with    your   length  and  depth  of 

thought, 

And  fee  all  human  learning  fet  at  nought : 
Here,  try  to  mete,  to  compafs,  to  define, 
And  plumb  your  GOD  with  your  five-fathom'd 

"line! 

Ye  mighty  too,  beneath  whofe  tyrant  brow 
Pale  vaffals  fhake,  and  fervile  nations  bow, 
Perim  your  pride  !  and  let  your  glories  fade  ! 
Lo,  Nature's  Monarch  in  a  manger  laid  ! 
Behold,  THE  WORD,  at  whofe  creative  might 
The  heavens   and  earth  fprung   forth   to    form 
and  light, 

In 
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In  LOVE  defcends,  unutterably  mild, 

And  fmiles  the  World's  Salvation- — IN  A  CHILD  ! 

No  clarions,  yet,  proclaim  Him  King  of  Kings  * 
Noenfigns  fpeak  him  the  SUPREME  of  things: 
Humbly  he  lays  his  purple  robe  afide, 
Until,  for  man,  it  fhall  in  Blood  be  dyed 5 
Nor  fhall  the  Crown  his  Regal  Brow  adorn, 
Till  his  LOVE  twift  it  of  the  pointed  thorn  ! 

Ah,  FATHER,   AUTHOR,   GOD   of  Boundlefs 

Grace  ! 

What,  what  is  man,  with  all  his  recreant  race, 
That   they   with   THINE   OWN  JESUS   (hould   be 

weighed  ^ 
And,  for  their  ranfom,  Such  a  Price  be  paid? 

*Tis  true,  that  man  from  his  Creator  came 
All-bright,  as  from  the  fun  his  effluent  beam ; 
Lord  of  thefe  heavens  and  earth,  the  feas  that  flow, 
The  lands  that  germinate,  and  ftars  that  glow. 
Lovely  without,  and  glorious  all  within, 
He  knew  no  forrow,  for  he  knew  no  fin  : 
His  will  was  with  THE  FATHER'S  Will  inform'd  ; 
His  love  was  with  The  Love  of  JESUS  warm'd; 

Cc  2  The 
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The  ETERNAL  LIGHT,  that  lights  the  folar  ray, 
Shed  forth  the  Peace  of  his  Diviner  Day  ; 
He  felt  the  bills  of  the  SUPREMELY  BLEST, 
And  GOD's  Own  Heaven  was  open'd  in  his  bread. 

But  ah  !  he  yet  was  frail,  nor  underftood 
There's   but  ONE  WILL,  ALL-JUST,  ALL-WISE," 

ALL  GOOD  ; 

THE  WILL,  throughout  the  univerfe,  who  knows, 
Alone,  to  MAKE,  to  FIT,  and  to  DISPOSE. 
The  wretch,  who  dares  a  different  will  to  frame, 
Brings  war  into  the  works  of  Heaven's  SUPREME  ; 
Of  power  would  even  Omnipotence  defraud, 
And  Wafts  his  being  in  the  Will  of  GOD. 

Hence,   man,    fo  great,    fo  glorious,  and  fo 

good, 

Was  tempted  from  the  tower  in  which  he  flood. 
Lured  by  external  baits  of  fenfual  tafte, 
He  wifh'd  to  gratify,  he  long'd  to  feaft  \ 
The  good  of  his  fubjefted  world  to  know  j 
Diftind  from  GOD,  to  win  a  Heaven  below ; 
To  found  a  new  dominion  of  his  own, 
And  reign  fufficient  to  himfelf  alone. 

"  INGRATE! 
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"  INGRATE — O  flop   thee  on   the   headlong 
brink ! 

"  Ere  thou  doft  take  the  fearful  venture, — think! 
**  Think,  from  THE  GOD  thou  wifhtrft  to  forego, 
*6  All  that  thou  art,  thy  blifs  and  being  flow; 
"  And,  can  the  creatures  yield  thee,  fhould  they 

lift, 

"  More  than  The  Source  where  thou  and  they  exift? 
w  Of  thy  CREATOR  if  thou  art  bereft, 
"  Think,  to  REDEEM,  no  other  GOD  is  left!" 
He  liftens  not, — the  infernal  powers  impel : 
Helong'd,  hepluck'd,  he  tailed— and  he  felL 

O,  what  a  Fall !  a  deep  from  high  to  low ! 
Extremes  of  blifs,  to  what  extremes  of  woe  ! 
Plumb,  from  his  Heaven,  this  Second  Angel  fell 
Down  his  own  depth,  his  God-abandon'd  hell : 
Horror  of  horrors 1  darknefs  and  defpair  ! 
Jie  look'd  for  comfort — but  no  gleam  was  there ! 

O  LOVE,  LOVE,  LOVE  !  flnpendous,  wide,  and 

fteep! 

High  o'er  all  heights,  below  damnation  deep  ! 
In  vain  the  deiperate  rebel  would  efiay, 
J>Qm  THEE  to  tear  his  being,  far  away 

C  c  3  Thy 
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Thy  Saving  Hand  arrefts  his  prone  career  ; 
For,  to  Thy  Prefence,  every  place  is — here ! 

For  him  Thou  hadft  prepared  a  mediate  feat. 
Meet  for  his  tafte,  and  fitting  to  his  ftate ; 
A  feat  of  flefhly  organs,  grofs  and  frail, 
To  diffolution  doom'd,  and  form'd  to  fail. 

He  wakes  to  a  new  world,  and,  with' new  eyes, 
Sees  unknown  elements,  and  unknown  fkies  ; 
The  hufk  and  furface  of  that  bleft  abode, 
Where  late  he  dwelt,  internal,  with  his  GOD. 

He  turns  his  eyes  upon  his  carnal  frame, 
And  fees  it,  all,  a  feat  of  filth  and  ihame; 
Fellow'd  with  brutes,  with  brutes  to  take  his  bed, 
Like  brutes  to  propagate,  be  born,  and  fed  : 
But  different,  far,  the  table  and  the  treat; 
Earth  is  their  heaven,  their  home,  and  native  feat; 
For  brutes,  unearn'd,  the  ready  banquet  lies, 
Apt  to  their  tafte,  and  obvious  to  their  eyes ; 
But  man  mud  wring  it  from  a  grudging  foil, 
And  win  fcant  fufterfance  with  fweat  and  toil. 

He 
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He  loo'ks  abroad,  and  fees  the  new-dropt  fawn 
Cloathed  without  care,  and  frifking  on  the  lawn  -, 
But  finds  his  own  new  carcafs  bleak  and  bare, 
And  fhivering  in  a  flrange  and  hoftile  air. 
Yet  know,  O  man,  that  all  which  can  betide 
From  hard-fang'd  avarice,  or  o'erbearing  pride, 
That  art  can  compafs  from  the  flood  or  field, 
All  that  thefe  four-fold  elements  can  yield, 
Is  barely  to  afford  thee  warmth  and  bread, 
Like  fellow  brutes  to  be  array'd  and  fed  ; 
But  ah,  all,  all,  incapable,  as  wind, 
To  yield  one  morfel  to  the  famifh'd  mind ! 

This  the  wretch   finds    (beguiled   by  devilifh 

fraud) 

The  fum  of  all,  for  which  he  left  his  GOD ; 
The  fum  of  all  the  good — he  yet  was  blind 
To  half  the  evils  that  came  clofe  behind. 

Late,  lord  of  land  and  water,  air  and  flame, 
He  wielded,  at  his  will,  their  cumbrous  frame ; 
Could  pierce  earth's  dark  and  various;  entrails, 

through ; 

Could  call  forth  all  their  wonders  to  his  view ; 
Through  minim  forms  the  internal  maze  could  trace, 
And  lift  the  broad- back'd  mountains' from  their! 
Cc  4 
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To  him,  of  every  foliage,  flower,  and 
The  fabric,  ufe,  and  beauty,  lay  difplay'd ; 
Of  living  fpecks  he  pierced  the  fine  machine. 
And  open'd  to  himfelf  the  world  within  ; 
Saw  all  with  glory,  as  with  (kill,  replete, 
And  traced  the  Artift  to  his  inmoft  feat. 

But  now,  fallen,  fallen  from  his  imperial  tower^ 
'Reft  of  his  glory,  emptied  of  his  powers 
Degraded,  hurPd  from  his  celeflial  deep, 
And  funk  in  flefh,  a  dungeon  dark  and  deep ; 
(Diftance  immenfe  in  nature,  not  in  fpace, 
But  wider,  wider  far,  than  place  from  place!) 
The  infulting  elements  their  lord  cor^traul, 
And  caft  their  four-fold  fetters  round  his  foul, 

Dethroned,  debafed,  without  as  from  within, 
Enflaved  by  matter,  fince  enflaved  by  fin, 
Corruption  to  its  kindred  mafs  lays  claim, 
And,  entering,  feizes  his  devoted  frame. 
Diftemper  follows,  with  his  gloomy  throng,, 
Bearing  pefts,  ftings,  and  fires,  and  racks  along  j 
Languor    that    faps,,    and    rueful    throwes    that 

grind ; 

Death,  who  fhakes  the  certain  dart  behind. 

Already^ 
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Already,  o'er  the  lad  fubje&ed  wight, 
The  lordly  elements  exert  their  right ; 
And  on  his  limbs  their  baneful  influence  caft, 
Parch'd  in  the  beam,  or  fhivering  in  the  blaft : 
While   high,  o'er  head,   the   gathering  vapours 

frown. 

And  on  his  anguifh  }ook  unpitying  down ; 
Then  flalh  in  thunders,  or  in  tempeft  pour, 
And  on  his  members  dafli  the  pelting  Ihower, 

But  worfe,  far  worfe  within,  black  ftorms  infeft 
And  (hake  the  iphere  of  his  Benighted  Breaft. 
Still,  roqnd  and  round,  the  whirling  pafiions  tend^ 
And  his  fad  heart  with  horrid  conflict  rend  5 
Impatience,  rage,  defpair,  untamed  delire, 
And  hate,  impregnate  with  infernal  fire : 
He  calls  for  death,  and  would  have  ruin  hurl'd 
At  Heaven,  himfelf,  the  tempter,  and  the  world. 

ButGOD,  the  ONE  ETERNAL  THIRST  TO  BLESS, 
JLyed  his  eftate,  apd  pity'd  his  diftrefs. 
f  ADAM,"  he  faid?  and  iook'd  unmeafured  grace, 
cc  ADAM,  thqu  art  fallen,  and  fallen  is  all  thy  race  j 
"  Such  as  the  tree  is,  fuch  will  be  the  fruit ; 
V  The  branch  muft  bear  the  flavour  of  the  root, 

' 
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«*  Late  I  was  in  thee  Love,  and  Power,  and 

-  Will  ; 

"  My  Glory  did  thy  foul  and  body  fill  • 
«6  But,  laps'd  from  me,  thy  fpirit  and  thy  frame* 
*c  Sink  to  the  principles  from  whence  they  came—*' 
<6  Thy  foul  to  its  own  helplefs  fierce  defire, 
*c  A  rueful  whirl  of  dark  tormenting  fire  ! 
"  Thy  body  to  the  groflhefs  of  its  birth, 
*c  Corruption  to  corruption,  earth  to  earth! 

"  If,  in  thy  ftrength,  thou  didft  not  hold  thy 

ft  ate, 

*'  How  fhall  thy  weaknefs  reafTume  its  feat  ? 
"  How,  from  thy  pit  of  fkfh,  fo  dull  and  deep, 
"  Caft  off  the  cumbrance",  and  afcend  the  deep  ? 
For,  by  the  road  thou  haft  fallen,  as  is  moil  juft, 
Through  the  fame  road,  O  man,  return   thou 
mud  ; 

To  Strength  through  weaknefs,  and  to  Peace 

through  ftrife, 

*e  To  Biifs  through  anguifh,    and  through  death 
to  Life. 

**  But  this  no  creature,  not  The  Seraph  can  j 
cc  Though  once  in  GOD  fo  mighty,  lefs  can  man: 
7 


<c 


*' 
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"  This,  therefore,  Adam,  thou  canft  never  do ; 
"  Thou  in  THY  GOD,  then,  mud  be  BORN  ANEW; 
"  Born  a  new  creature  of  a  Seed  Divine, 
"  Reborn,  O  Adam,  of  THY  SON  AND  MINE; 
«  Thou  the  OLD  FATHER  of  man's  fallen  eftate, 
"  He  the  NEW  SIRE  who  fhall  regain  their  feat. 

"  Foil'd  by  a  devilifli  foe,  thy  weaknefs  fell, 
«  Captive  to  fenfe,  and  fin,  and  death,  and  hell ; 
"  In  weaknefs,   therefore,  rriu'ft  His  Strength  pre 
vail, 

"  Though  fenfe,  and  fin,  and  death,  and  hell  affail  ; 
"  As  man,  in  human  flefh  and  frailty,  HE 
'  u  Muft  conquer  all,  Oman,  that  conquer'd  thee, 

"  Yes,  from  my  bofom  my  BELOVED  I  give, 
"  That  my  loi/c  creatures  may  return,  and  live. 
"  He,  for  your  fakes,  fhall  lay  his  glory  by ; 
"  For  you  be  born,  and  fuffer,  gafp,  and  die ; 
ct  The  price  of  guilt  my  HOLY-ONE  fhall  pay, 
«  And  tread,  of  death  and  hell,  the  bittereft  way. 

"  You,  by  His  Fetters,  can  alone  be  freed; 
w  To  warn  your  (lains,,  the  LAMB  OF  LOVE  mufl: 
bleed ; 

"  So 
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<s  So  lhall  his  woe  turn  all  your  woe  to  weal, 
*<  His  bruifes  medicine,  and  his  woundings  heal. 

cc  Hence  man,  apoftate  man,  fo  deeply  loft, 
*c  Shall  weigh  the  curs'd  commifilon,  by  the  coft ; 
"  Shall  learn,  as  meet,  to  hold  himfelf  at  nought j 
«  Shall  feel  he's  all  a  folly,  all  a  fault* 
'*  In  deep  Abafement  lift  his  fuppliant  eyes, 
"  In  Lowlinefs  alone  be  taught  to  rife ; 
cc  In  tears,  in  anguilh,  fhallhis  Guilt  deplore,1 
*c  Shall  call  on  CHRIST  who  can  alone  reftore  j 
cc  By  HIM  fupported,  fhall  affirm  his  ground, 
<c  Shall  flruggle  with  the  chains   by  which  he*§ 

bound  5 

««  Difclaim,  deteft  the  world,  in  which  he  fell ; 
*c  Oppofe  his  champion'd  foul  to  flefh  and  hell| 
<c  Wifli  his  ol^  worm,  his  fin,  and  felf  undone, 
*<  And  catch,  and  cling  to  my  ALL-SAVINQ  SON! 

. 
&  This  in  due  time. 

«V Jesus,  mean-while,   (hall  fteal,   like  doubtful 

morn, 
*  Into  the  breads  of  all  of  woman  born ; 

«  «  TherS 
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«  There  flied  his  Dawn  of  Coeternal  Light, 

"  Ihere  itruggle  with  their  length  and  depth  of 

ni^ht  •, 

"  A  folid  g'oom!  which  He  alone  can  melt; 
«  Which,  like  ./Egyptian  darknefs,  may  be  felt. 

«'  His  feed,  in  flefh,  my  HOLY-ONE  (hall  fow, 
4t  And  give   it   ftrength  to  root,    and  grace  to 

grow  -, 

€<  Man  within  man,  begotten  from  above, 
"  Bearing  the  likenefs  of  THE  SON  OF  LOVE  j 
"  Sons  of  my  fon,  ordain'd  to  fee  my  face ; 
•c  All  embryon  heirs  of  glory  and  of  grace  ; 
"  But  not  mature  to  wing  their  native  fkies, 
"  Till  their  New  Adam  fhall  from  death  arife. 

<c  Thus  the  new  offspring  (hall  the  old  put  on, 
"  Making  a  double  manhood,  two  in  one; 
"  Of  different  principles,  of  different  fires, 
"  Conceptions,  taftes,  enjoyments,  and  defires  : 
ic  The  one,  as  earth,  crude,  grudging,  grappling 

all 

"  To  the  dark  center  of  its  craving  ball ; 
"  The  other,  as  the  fun,  benign  and  bright, 
*«  A  going  forth  on  all  in  life  and  light. 

"  Hence, 


398  REDEMPTION. 

"  Hence,  through  the  courfe  of  their  fublunai1 

life, 
"  Though   brother'd,  they  ftiall  be  at  trucelefs 

ftrife : 

"  What  one  approves,  the  other  fhall  reject ; 
<c  What  one  detefts,  the  other  fhall  affect. 
"  So  man,  at  once,  fhall  court  what  he'll  contemn, 
"  Neglect  yet  reverence,  do  what  he'll  condemn  $ 
"  At  once  tranfgrefs,  and  wilh  he  could  fulfill ; 
"  Be  righteous  and  unrighteous,  good  and  ill  j 
<c  Bearing  the  wknefs  and  thefeal,  within, 
"  Of  new  and  old,  the  man  of  grace  and  fin, 
"  The  heart  writ  ftory  of  his  rife  and  fall, 
"  The  Gofpel  of  his  freedom  and  his  thrall. 

"  Thy  elder  offspring,  Adam,  grown  and  ftrong, 
*4  Frequent,  fliall  drag  his  younger  mate  alongj 
*c  Like  huge  Leviathan,  mall  truft  to  play, 
"  And  rule  at  large  in  his  congenial  fea  : 
"  But  mine  within  his  jaws  a  barb  mall  place, 
"  And  check  the  headlong  monfter  in  his  race. 
<c  The  younger  heir,  invifibly,  within, 
44  Shall  oft  convict  his  outward  mate  of  fin  ; 
"  Reprove  with  judgment,  and  reform  betimes  5 
«  Or,  with  a  whip,  call'd  CONSCIENCE,  lafh 
his  crimes : 

"  So 
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"  So  may  the  bleft  the  accurfed  one  fubdue, 
<c  And  the  old  man,  at  length,   refine  into   the 
new  ! 

\ 
"  Nor  grudge  I,  Adam,  thofe  fallen  fons  of 

thine, 

"  Flelh  of  thy  fleft,  to  fhare  a  feat  with  mine, 
"  By  HIM  fublimed  into  a  nobler  fphere ; 
"  So  they  (lay  not  their  younger  brothers,  here. 

"  But,  through  much  grief,  this  Glory  muft 

be  won  -9 

«  Flefh,  foil'd  by  fin,  by  Death  mud  be  undone; 
"  Muft  drop  the  world,  wherein  it  felt  its  force, 
"  And,  giant-like,  rejoiced  to  run  its  courfe ; 
*'  Muft  drop  each  organ  of  its  late  delight  ; 
"  Muft  bid  a  long  adieu  to  fenfe  and  fight, 
"  A  long  adieu  to  every  darling  luft  5 
"  Muft  yield  its  pailive  members,  duft  to  duft, 
ic  Within  the  potter's  furnace  to  be  fined, 
ic  And  leave  its  groflhefs,  with  its  guilt,  behind. 

"  Meanfpace,  thofe  forms  of  flem,  thofe  fons 

of  fin, 

<c  Shall  ferve  to  hold  my  Pricelefs  Pearls  within*; 

"  As 
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"  As  golden  grain  within  prolific  clay, 
«c  To  fhoot  and  ripen  toward  a  future  day.1 

"  Yon  maggot,  vileft  offspring  of  vile  earth* 
"  Anfwers  the  genial  bafenefs  of  his  birth  : 
"  Lo,  where  he  rolls  and  battens,  with  delight, 
cc  In  filth,  to  fmell  offenfive,  foul  to  fight ! 
«c  Well  pleafed,  he   drinks  the  ftench,  the  dirl 

devours, 

<c  And  prides  him  in  the  puddle  of  his  powers ; 
"  Carelefs,  unconfcious  of  the  beauteous  gueft, 
"  The  Internal  Speck  committed  to  his  breafl. 
"  Yet*  in  his  breaft,  The  Internal  Speck  grow* 

warm, 

"  And  quickens  into  motion*  life,  and  form ; 
<c  Far  other  form  than  that  its  fofterer  bore, 
c<  High  o'er  its  parent-worm  ordain'd  to  foari 
<c  The  fon,  ftill  growing  as  the  fire  decays* 
"  In  radiant  plumes  his  infant  fhape  arrays ; 
*6  Matures,  as  in  a  foft  and  filent  womb, 
"  Then,  opening,  peeps  from  his  paternal  tomb  5 
<c  Now,  ftruggling,  breaks  at  once  into  the  day, 
C6  Tries  his  young  limbs,  and  bids  his  wings  difpla-y, 
€<  Expands  his  lineaments,  ereds  his  face, 
<c  Rifes  fublime  o'er  all  the  reptile  race ; 

"  From 
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"  From  dew-dropt  bloflbms    Tips    the    neflared 

flream, 
"  And  bafks  within  the  glory  of  the  beam. 

"  Thus,  to  a  fenfual,  to  a  finful  (hrine, 
«  The    SAVIOUR    fhall    entruft     His    Speck 

Divine  ; 

"  In  fecret  animate  His  Chofen  Seed, 
"  Fill  with  His  Love,  and   with  His  Subftance 

feed; 

"  Inform  it  with  fenfations  of  His  Own, 
"  And  give  it  appetites  to  flefh  unknown  : 
"  So  mail  the  lufts  of  man's  old  worm  give  place, 
ee  His  fervour  languim,  and  his  force  decreafe ; 
<c  Till  fpoil'd  of  every  object,  grofs  or  vain, 
"  His  pride  and  paffions  humbled,   crufh'd,  and 

flain  ; 

"  From  a  falfe  world  to  his  Firft  Kingdom  won, 
"  His  will,  and  fin,  and  fenfe,  and  felf,  undone; 
<e  His  INWARD  MAN  from  death  fhall  break  away, 
"  And  foar,  and  mingle  with  Eternal  Day  !" 

This  (in  a  word)   THE  FATHER  fpoke  —  and 

flreight 
THE  SOM  defcended  frc.n  above  all  height. 

VOL.  I.  D  d  Upon 
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Upon  the  chaos  of  man's  world  he  came, 
And  pierc'd  the  darknefs  with  His  Living  Beam  • 
.Then  caft  a  rein  on  the  reluctant  will, 
And  bid  the  tempeft  of  the  foul  be  ftill. 

The  good  from  evil  He  did  then  divide, 
And  fet  man's  darknefs  from  GOD's  Light  afide : 
Wide,  from  the  heart,  he  bids  His  Will  be  done, 
And  there  placed  CONSCIENCE  as  a  central  fun^ 
Whence  REASON,   like  the   moon,    derives,    by 

night, 

A  weak,  a  borrow'd,  and  a  dubious  light. 
But,  down  the  foul's  abyfs,  a  region  dire  ! 
He  caus'd  the  Stygian  horrors  to  retire  -, 
From  whence  afcends  the  gloom  of  many  a  peft, 
Darkening  the  Beam  of  Heaven  within  the  breaft  5 
Atrocious  intimations,  caufelefs  care, 
Diftruft,  and  hate,  and  rancour,  and  defpair. 

As  in  creation,  when  THE  WORD  gave  birth 
To  every  offspring  of  the  teeming  earth, 
He  now  conceiv'd  high  fruits  of  happier  ufe, 
And  bid  the  heart  and  head  of  man  produce : 
Then  branch'd  the  pregnant  will,  and  went  abroad 
In  all  the  fweets  of  its  Internal  GOD ; 

7  In 
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In  every  mode  of  LOVE,  a  fragrant  throng, 
Bearing  the  Heart-fent  Charities  along  -, 
Divine  Effufions  of  the  human  bread, 
Within  the  very  aft  of  bleffing,  bleft  ; 
Defires  that  prefs  another's  weight  to  bear, 
To  foothe  their  anguifli,  to  partake  their  care  i 
Pains  that  can  pleafe,  and  griefs  that  joys  excite  5 
Bruifes  that  balm,  and  tears  that  drop  delight. 
GOD  faw  the  Seed  was  Precious  •,  and  began 
To  blefs  His  OWN  REDEEMING  WORK,  in  man. 

Nor  lefs,  the  pregnant  region  of  the  mind 
Brought  forth  conceptions  fuited  to  its  kind  j 
Faint  emblems,  yet  of  virtue  to  proclaim 
That  PARENT-SPIRIT,  whence  our  fpirits  came  j 
Spirits  that,  like  their  GOD,  with  mimic  (kill, 
Produce  new  forms  and  images  at  will  ; 
Thoughts  that  from  earth,  with  wing'd  emotion,' 


New  tracts  expatiate,  and  new  worlds  explore  ; 
Backward,  through  fpace  and  through  duration,' 

run, 

PalTing  the  bounds  of  all  that  e'er  begun  ; 
Then,  as  a  glance  of  lightning,  forward  flee, 
Straining  to  reach  at  all  that  e'er  fliall  be. 

D  d  2  THUS, 


REDEMPTION. 

THUS,  in  the  womb  of  man's  abyfs  are  fown 
Natures,  worlds,  wonders,  to  himfelf  unknown. 
A  comprehenfion,  a  myfterious  plan 
Of  all  The  Almighty  Works  of  GOD,  is  man ; 
From  hell's    dire   depth   to  Heaven's   fupremeft 

height, 

Including  good  and  evil,  dark  and  light. 
What  mall  we  call  This  Son  of  Grace  and  fin, 
This  Daemon,  this  DIVINITY  within, 
This  FLAME  ETERNAL,  this  foul  mould'ring  clod — 
A  fiend,  or  SERAPH — A  poor  worm,  or  GOD  ? 

O,  the  fell  conflict,  the  intefline  flrife, 
This  clafh  of  good  and  evil,  death  and  life ! 
What,  what  are  all  the  wars  of  fea  and  wind, 
Or  wreck  of  matter,  to  This  War  of  Mind  ? 
Two  minds  in  one,  and  each  a  trucelefs  gueft, 
Rending  the  fphere  of  our  diftra<5ted  breaft  ! 
Who  (hall  deliver,  in  a  fight  fo  fell ; 
Who  fave  from  this  inteftine  dog  of  hell? 

GOD !  Thou  haft  faid,  that  nature  mall  decay, 
And  all  yon  ftarr'd  expanfion  pafs  away : 
That,  in  Thy  Wrath,  pollution  ihall  expire, 
The  fun  himfelf  confume  with  hotter  fire; 
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The  melting  earth  forfake  its  form  and  face, 
Thefe  elements  depart,  but  find  no  place  •, 
Succeeded  by  a  peaceful  blefs'd  Serene, 
New  Heavens  and  Earth,  wherein  the  Jufl  fhall 
reign. 

O  then,  upon  The  Same  BENIGNANT  PLAX, 
Sap,  crufh,  confume  This  Mafs  of  111,  in  m.an  ! 
Within  this  tranfient  frame  of  mould'ring  clay, 
Let  Death's  cerberean  dasmon  have  his  day  ; 
Let  him  tear  off  this  world,  the  nurfe.of  luft, 
Grind  flefh,  and  fenfe,  and  fin,  and  felf,  to  duft — 
But  O,  preferve  THE  PRINCIPLE  DIVINE  ; 
In  Mind  and  Matter,  fave  WHATE'ER  is  THINE  ! 
O'er  Time,  and  Pain,  and  Death,  to  be  renew'd  ; 
FilPd  with  our  GOD,  and  with  our  GOD  indued! 
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